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THE MERRY WIVES 



OF 



ACT L 

SCENE I. 

Before Pages House. 
Enter Shallow, Slender, and Evans. 

ShaL ^IR Hugh, persuade me not : I will make 
a Star-chamber matter of it : if he were twenty 
sir John FalstafFs, he shall not abuse Robert Shallow, 
esquire, 

Sletu In the county of Gloster, justice of peace, and 
coram. 

Shal. Ay, cousin Slender, and cust-ulorum. 

Slen. Ay, and rat-uJoriun too; and a gentleman 
l?orn, master parson ; who writes himself armigero ; 
in any bill, warrant, quittance, or obligation, armi- 
gero. 

ShaL Ay, that we do; and have done any time 
these three hundred year^. 

SJen. All his successors, gone before him, have 
done 't ; and all his ancestors, that come after him, 
may : they may give the dozen white luces in their 
coat. 

ShaL It is an old coat. 

Eva. The dozen white louses do become an old coat 
well ; it agrees well, passant : it is a familiar beast to 
man, and signifies— love. 

B 
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Slen. I may quarter, coz. 

Shut. You may, by marrying. 

Eva. It is marring, indeed, if he quarter it^ 

iSA^/. Notawhit. 

Eva. Yes, py *r-lady ; if he has a quarter of your 
coat, there is but three skirts for yourself, in my 
simple conjectures : but that is all one : If sir John 
FalstafF have committed disparagements unto you, I 
will be glad to do my benevolence, to make atone- 
ments and compromises between you. 

ShaL Ha ! o' my life, if I were young again, the 
sword should end it» 

Eva, It is petter that friends is the sword, and end 
it: and there' is also another device in my prain, 
which, peradventure, pongs goot discretions with it : 
There is Anne Page, which is daughter to master 
George Page, which is pretty virginity. 

Skn. Mistress Anne P^ge ? she has hrowp hair, 
and speaks small like a woman. 

Eva. It is that very person for all the 'orl4, as just 
as you will desbe ; and seven hundred pounds oif mo- 
nies, and gold, and silver, is her grandsire, upon bis 
death's-bed, give, when she is able to overtake seven- 
teen years old ; it were a goot motion, if we leave our 
pribbles and prabbles, and desire a marriage betweeo^ 
master Abratuam, and mistress Anne Page. 

Shal. Did her graqdsire leave ber seven bundled 
poupds ? 

Eva. Ay, and her fether is make her a petter 
penny. 

ShaL I kupw the ypung gentlewoa;i^n ; she b^s 
good gifts. 

Eva. Seven hundred poqnds, and possibilities,, is 
gpod gifts. 

Sim. Well, let us see honest master Page: }s F^U 
staff there? 

. Eva. Shall I tell you a He ? I do despise ^ liar, as 
I do despise one that is false ; or, as I despise one that 
s not trup. This knight, sir John, i^ there ; and, \ 
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beseech you, be ruled by your well- willers. I will peat 
the door for master Page. {^Knocks at the dpor^ What, 
boa t *pless your house here ! 

Enter Page. 

Page. Who*s there? 

Eva. Here is your friend, and justice Shallow : and 
here young master Slender; that, peradventures, 
shall tell you another tale, if matters grow to your 
likings. 

Fage. I am glad to see your worships well : I thank 
you for m^y vefnison, master Shallow. 

Shal. Master Page, I am glad to see you ; Much 
good do it your good heart ! I wish*d your venison 
better; it was ill Kill'd: — How doth good mistress 
Page ?— -and I thank you always with my heart, la ; 
with my heart. 

Page. Sir, I thank you.— I am glad to sec you, 
good master Slender. 

SUru How does your fallow greyhound, sir? I 
heard say, he was outrun oh CotsaTe. 

Pi^ge. It codd not be judg'd, sir. 

Shal. Is sir Jol^n FalstafF here ? 

Pag^ Sir, he is within; and I would I could do a 
good office between you. 

Eva. It is spoke as a christians ou^ht to speak. 

Shal. He hath wrongM me, master Page. 

Page. fSiff:, he doth in some sort confess it. 

ShaL If it be confessed, it is not redress'd ; is not 
that so, mafster Page? He hath wrpng'd mc ;--rin- 
deed, be hath ^^-^at a word, he hath ;?-4)elicve me jt— 
Robert Shallow, esquire, saith, he is wrong*d# 

Page. Here comes sir John. 

Enter FaLstaff, Robiii, Bardolpb, Pistol, and 

Fal. Now, Tpaster Shallow ; you'll cdmplain of me 
to.thekin^? 

Siah Knighti you have beaten my men, kiU'd zpy 
deer, and brokeppen my lodge. 
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FaL But not kiss'4 your keeper's daughter ? 

Shah Tut, a pin ! this shall be answer'd. 

Fal. I will answer it straight ; — I have done all this : 
— ^hat is now answer'd. 

ShaL The council shall know this. 

FaL 'Twere better for you, if 'twere known in 
counsel ; you '11 be laugh'd at. 

Eva, Pauca verha\ sir John ; good worts. 

FaL Good worts ! good cabbage : — Slender, I 
broke your head; What matter have you against 
me? 

8Un. Marry, sir, I have matter in my head against 
you ; and against your coney- catching rascals, Bar- 
dolph, Nym, and Pistol. 

Bar. You Banbury cheese ! 

Slen. Ay, it is no noatter. 

Fist. How now, Mephostophilus ? 
/ Slen. Ay, it is no matter.' 
, Nym. Slice, I say : slice ! that ^s my humour. 

8len. Where 's Simple, my man ? can yau tell, 

cousin ? 

Eva. Peace t I pray you ! Now let us under- 
stand: There, is three umpires in this matter, as I 
understand; that i^ — master Page, fidelicePy master 
Page; and there is myself, fideltcet^ myself; and 
the three party is, lastly atid finally, mine host of the 
Garter. 

Page, We three,' to bear it, and end it between 
them. 

%va. Fery goot : I willmake a prief of it in my 
note- hook ; and ^we will afterwards 'ork upon the 
cause, with as great discreetly as we can, 

Fal Pistol, 

Fist. He hears with ears. . . v . 

Eva. What phrase is this, He hears with ear? Why, 
it 4s affectationa'. 

FaL Pistol, did you pick master Slender's purse ? 

Slen. Ay, by these gloves, did he, (or I would I 
might never come in mine own great chamber again 
else,) of geven groats in mill-sixpences;^;apd twa 
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Edward shovel-boards, that cost me two shilling 
and two pence apiece of Yead Miller, by these 
gloves. 

Fal. Is this true. Pistol ? 

Eva. No; it is false, if it is a pick-purse. 

Pist* Ha, thou mountain-foreigner ! Sir John, 

and master mine, 
I combat challenge of this latten bilboe : 
Word of denial in thy labras here ; 
Word of denial : froth and scum, thou ly'st. 

Slen. By these gloves, then 'twas he. 

Nym. Be avis'd, sir, and pass good humours: I 
will'say, marry irap, with you, if you run the nut- 
hook's humour on me : that is the very note of it. 

Slen. By this hat, then he in the red face had it: 
for though I cannot remember what I did when you 
made me drunk, yet I am not altogether an ass. 

Fal. What say you, Scarlet and John ? 

Bard. Why, sir, for ray part, I say, the gentleman 
had drupk himself out of his five sentences. 

Eva. It is his five senses : fie, what the ignorance 
is! 

Bard. And being fap, sir, was, as they say, ca- 
shier'd ; and so conclusions pass'd the careires. 

Slen. Ay, you spake in Latin then too ; but *t is no 
matter : 1 'II never be drunk whilst I live again, but in 
honest, civil company, for this trick : if I be drunk, 
I '11 be drunk with those that have thefear of heaven, 
and not with drunken knaves. 

Eva. So heaven 'udge me, that is a virtuous mind. 

Fal. You hear all these matters deny'd, gentlemen ; 
you hear it. 

Enter Anne Page with wine^ followed by Mrs. Page. 
Page. Nay, daughter, carry the wine in; we'll 
drink within. 

[Exit A. Pagf. 
^len. O heaven ! this is mistress Anne Page. 
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Enter Mrs. To^T). 
Page. How now, mistress Ford ? 
JP^ Mistress Ford, by my troth, you arc v^ry well 
xnct : by your leave, good mistress. [Kissing her. 

Pc^ei. Wife, bid these gentlemen welcome:—— 
Come, we have a hot venison pasty to dinner ; come, 
gentlemen, I hope, we shall drink down all unkind* 
ness. < 

\Exefmt all Int Shallow, Slender, and 
Evans. 
Sim. I had rather than forty shillings, 1 had my 
book of songs and sonnets here : — 

.' £7i/er Simple, 
How now, Simple? — where have ♦you been? I must 
wait on myself, must I ? You have not the book of 
riddles about you, have you ? 

Sim. Book of riddles ! why, did you not lend it to 
Alice Shortcake upon Allhallowmas last, a fortnight 
aTore Michaelmas ? 

Shal. Come, coz ; come, coz ; we stay for yow, 
A word with you, coz: marry, this, coz; There is, 
as *t were, a tender^ a kind of tender, made afar off, 
by «ir Hugh here ; — Do you understand me ? 

Slen. Ay, sir, you shall find me reasonable ; if it be 
so, I shall do that that is reason. 

Shal. Nay, but understand me. 

Slen. So I do, sir. 

Eva. Give ear to his motions, niaster Slenddr: I 
will description the matter to you, if you be capacity 
of it 

57^. Nay, I^will do, as my cousin Shallow says: 
I pray you, pardon roe ; he's a justice of peace in his 
country, simple though I stand here. 

Eva. But that is not the question ; the question is 
concerning your marriage — 

Shal. Ay, tl)ere*s the point, sir. . ^ ' 

E'va. Marry, is it ; the very point of it ; — to mistress 
Anne Page. 
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SJen. Why, if it be so, I will marry her, upon any 
reasonable demands. 

Eva. But can you affection the ^oman ? let us com- 
mand to know that of your mouth, or of your lips ; 
for divers philosophers hold, that the lips is parcel of 
the mouth ; — Therefore, precisely, can you carry your 
good- will to the maid ? 

ShaL Cousin Abraham Slender, can yon love her ? 

Sl€n\ I hope, sir, — I will do, as it shall become 
one thit would do reason, 

Eva. Nay, you must speak possitable, if you can 
carry her your desires towards her. 

Shal. That you must : Will you, upon good dowry, 
marry her ? 

Skn. I will do a greater thing than that, upon your 
request, cousin, in any reason. 

ShaL Nay, conceive me, conceive me, sweet coz ; 
what I do, is to pleasure you, coz: Can you love the 
maid ? 

Slen. I will marry her, sir, at your request ; but if 
there be no great love in the beginning, yet heaven 
may decrease it upon better acquaintance, when we 
are marry'd, and have more occasion to know one 
another i I hope, upon familiarity will grow more 
contempt; but if you say, marry her ^ I will marry 
her, that I am freely dissolved, and dissolutely. 

Eva. It is a fery discretion answer; save, the faul' 
is in the 'ort dissolutely : the 'ort is, according to our 
meaning, resolutely ; — his meaning is good- 

ShaJ. Ay, I think my cousin meant well. 

Slen. Ay, or else I would I might be bang*d, la. 

Enter Anne Page. 

ShaL piere comes fair mistress Anne ;— Would I 
were young, for your sake, mistress Anne ! 

Anne. The dinner is on the table ; my father de- 
sires your worship's company. 

ShaL I will wait on him, fair mistress Anne. 

[EiT/V Shallow. 

B4 
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Eva. Od's plessed will ! I will not be absence at 
the grace. 

[Eat/V Evans. 

Jnne. Will 't please your worship to come in, sir ? 

S/en. No, I thank you, forsooth, heartily ; I am very 
well. 

jinne. The dinner attends you, sir. 

Slen. I am not a-hungry, I thank you, forsooth : — 
Go, sirrah, for all you are my man, go, wait upon my 
cousin Shallow : — 

[^Exk Simple. 
A justice of peace sometime may be beholden to his 
friend for a man : — I keep but three men and a boy 
yet, till my mother be dead : But what though ? yet 
I live like a poor gentleman horn. 

j4rme. I may not go in without your worship : they 
will not sit, till you come. 

Slen. rfaith, I '11 eat nothing : I thank you as much 
as though I did. 

jinne. I pray you, sir, walk in. 

Slen. I had rather walk here, I thank you : I 
bruised my shin the other day with playing at sword 
and dagger with a master of fence ; three veneys for a 
dish of stew'd prunes ; and, by my troth, I cannot 
abide the smell of hot meat since.— Why do your dogs 
bark so ? be there bearsj' the town ? 
s jlnne. I think, there are, sir ; I heard them talk'dof, 

Slen. I lovQ the sport well; but I shall as soon 
quarrel at it, as any man in England : — You arc 
afraid, if jjOU jsee the bear loose^ are you not ? 

jinrie. Ay, indeed, sir. 

Slen. That's meat and drink to me now ; I have 
seen Sackerson loose, twenty times ; and have taken 
him by the chain : but, 1 warrant you, the women 
have so cry'd and shrieked at it, that it passed : — ^but 
women, indeed, cannot abide 'em ; they are very ill- 
favour'd rough things. 
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Enter Page. 

Page. Come, gentle master Slender, come ; we stay 
for you. ^ 

Sku. 1 HI cat nothing; I tbank yoil, sir. 
' jP^^^. By cock and pye, you shall not choose, sir ; 
come, come« 

[Exit Page. 

Slen. Nay, pray you, lead the way. 

jdrme. Come on, sir. 

Slen. Mistress Anne, yourself ^hall go first. 

Anne. Not I, sir ; pray you, keep on. 

Slen. Truly, I will not go first ; truly-la : I will 
not do you that wrong. 

Anne. I pray you, sir. 

Slen. I '11 rather be unmannerly, than troublesome : 
you do yourself wrong, indeed-la. 

[Exeunt* 

SCENE II. 

A Room in Pagers House. 

Enter Evans, with a letter^ and Simple. 

Eva. Go your ways, and ask of Dr. Caius' house, 
which is the way: and there dwells one mistress 
Quickly, which is in the manner of his nurse, or his 
dry nurse, or his copk, or bis laupdry, his washer, and 
his wringer. 

Sim. Well, sir. 

Eva. Nay, it is pctter yet : — ^give her this letter ; 
for it is a *oman that altogether *8 acquaintance with 
mistress Anne Page ; and the letter is, to desire ind 
require her to solicit your master's desires to mistress 
Anne Page : Ipray you, be gone. 

\Exit Simple* 
I will make an end of my dinner ; there 's pippins 
and cheese to come. 

\Exit Evans. 
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SCENE Itt. 
^ 77ie Garler Inn. 

Enter Falstapp, Hosi^ andBxTLVOLvn. 

FaL Mine host of the Garter, — 

BosL What says my bully-rook ? speak scholarly 
and wisely. 

FuL Truly, mfne host, I must turn away some of 
my followers. 

HosL Discard, bully Hercules; casliier: let them 
wag; trot, trot. 

Fal. I sit at ten pounds a week. 

Host. Thou 'rt an emperor, Caesar, Keisar, and 
Pheezar. I will entertain Bardolph ; he shall draw, 
he shall tap : said I well, bully Hector? 

Fai. Do so, good mine host. 

Bos^t. I have spoke; let him follow: Let me sec 
thee froth, and lime: I am at a word; follow. 

[Exit Host. 

FaL Bardolph, follow bim ; a tapster is a good 
trade : An old cloak makes a new jerkin ; a withered 
servingman, a fresh tapster : Go ; adieu. 

Bard. It is a life that I have desir'd : I will thrive. 

[Exit Bar1)0Lph. 

FaL I am glad, I am so acquit of this tinderbox ; 
his thefts were too open: his filching was like an un- 
skilful singer, he kept not time. 

Enter Pistol, Nym, and Robin. 

FaL Which of you know Ford of this town ? 

Pist. I ken the wight ; he is of substance good. 

FaL My honest lads, I will tell yoiji what I am 
about. 

Pist. Two yards and n^ore. 

F'aL No quips now, Pistol : Indeed, I am in tha 
waist two yards about: but I am now about no 
waste ; I am about thrift. Briefly, I do mean to 
make |ovc to Ford's wife; I spy entertainment in 
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ber; she discourses, she carves, she gives the leer of* 
invitation : I can construe the action of her familiar 
style ; and the hardest voice of Jler behavioar, to be 
cnglish'd rightly, is, I am sir John Fatstaff's. . 

Fisf. Pe hath study'd her will ; and translated her 
will; out of honesty into English. ' 

Fal. Now, the report goes, she has all the rule of 
her husband's purse; she hath a legion- of anigels. . 

Nym. The humour rises ; it is good : humour me 
the angels. 

Fal. I have writ me here a letter to her : and her^ 
another to Page*s wife ; who even now gave rte good 
eyes too, examined my parts with most judicious ey- 
liads : sometimes the beam of her view gilded my 
foot, sometimes my portjy belly, — 

Fist. Then did the sun on dunghill shine* 

Nyrh. I thank thee for that humour. 

Fal. O, she did so course-o'er my exteriors with 
such a greedy intention, that the appetite of her eye 
did seem to scorch ine up like a burning-glass! She 
bears the purse too ; she is ^ region in Guiana, all 
gold and bounty. I will be cheater to them both, 
and they shall be exchequers to me ; they shall be my 
East and West Indies, and I will trade to them both. 
Go, bear thou this letter to mistress Page ; and thou 
this to mistress Ford : we will thrive, lads, we will 
thrive. 

Fist. Shall I sir P^ndarus of Troy become, 
And by my side wear steel ? then, Lucifer take all. 

Nym. I will run no base hutnour : here, take the 
humour letter ; I will keep the ^haviour of reputa- 
tion. 

Fal. Hold, sirrah, bear you these letters tightly ; 
Sail like my pinnace to these golden shores. 

[Exit Robin. 
^Rogues, hence, avaunt 1 vanish like hail-stories, go ; 
Trudge, plod, away, o' the hoof; seek shelter, pack! 
FalstafF will learn the humour of this age, 
French thrift, you rogues : myself, and skirted page. 

lExii Falstaff. 
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J^^. 1 have operations in my head^ which be hu- 
mours of revenge. 

Pist. Wilt thoii revenge ? 
NymJ By welkin, and b6r star ! 
Pist. With wit, or steel? 
Nym. With both the humours, I : 
I will discuss the humour of this love to Page. 
Pist. And I to Ford shall eke unfold. 
How Falstaff, varlet vile, 
♦ His dove will prove, his gold will hold. 

And his soft couch defile. 

[ExeunL 

SCENE IV. 

Dr. Cams* House. 

Enter Mrs. CLvicKirCy with a letter^ and Simple. 

Qiitch. Whaft j John Rugby !— 
Enter Rugby. 
I pray thee, go to the casement, and s^e if you can 
see my master, master Doctor Caius, coming : if he 
do, i' faith, and find any body in the house, here will 
be ah old abusing of the king's English. 

Rug. I '11 go watch. 

Quick. Go; and we'll have a posset for*t soon at 
night, in faith, at tl>e latter end of a sea-coal fire. 

\Exit RuGP.Y, 
An honest, willing, kind fellow, as ever servant shall 
come in house withal ; and, I warrant you, no tell- 
tale, nor no breed- bate : his worst fault is, that he is 
given to prayer ; he is something peevish that way ; 
but no body but has his fault; — but let that pass. 
Peter Simple you say your name is ? 

Sim. Ay, for fault of a better. 

(^dch And master Slender 's your master? 

&m. Ay, forsooth. 

Quick. A softly-sprighted man, is he not ? . 

Sim. Ay, forisooth ; but he is as tall a man of his 
hands, as any is between this and his head; he hath 
fought with a warreher. 
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Quid. How say you ? O5 I should remember 
-him : Does he not hold up his head^ as it were ? and 
strut in his gait ? 

Sim. Yes, indeed, does he. 

Quick. Well, heaven send Anne Page no worse for- 
tune ! Tell master parson Evans, I will do what I can^ 
for your master : Anne is a good girl, and I wish — 

Enter Rugby. 

Rug. Out, alas ! here comes my master. 

[Exit RugbtI 
Quick. We shall all be shent : Run m here, good 
young man ; go into this closet. 

[^Shufs Simple in the closet. 
He will not stay long. — What, John Rugby ! John, 
what, John, I say ! — Go, John, go inquire for my 
master; J doubt, he be not well, that he comes not 
home : — and down, down, a-down-a, &c. (Singing.) 

Enter Dpctor Caixts. 

Caius. Vat is you sing ? I do not like dese toys; 
Pray you, go and vetch me in my closet un botier verd; 
a box, a green-a box ; Do intend vat I speak ? a 
green-a box. 

Quick. Ay, forsooth, J '11 fetch it you. — 
I am glad he went not in himself: if he had found 
the young man, he would have been horn-mad. 

[Exit Mrs. Quickly. 

Caius. Fcj fey fe,fe! mafoi, il fait fort chaud. Je 
nien vais a la Cour, l a grande affaire. 

Enter Afrj,* Quickly, with a green box. 

Quick. Is it this. Sir ? 

Caius. Ouy; mettez le au mon pocket; Depechez^ 
quickly ;— Vere is dat knave Rugby ? 
Quick, What, John Rugby ! John ! 

Enter Rugby. 

Rug. Here, sir. 

Cait4S. Yqu are John Rugby, and you arc Jack 
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Rugby : Come, tafke-a your rapier, and com<B after 
my- heel to de court. 
■ Rug. *Tis ready, sir,, here in the porch. ^ 

Caius. By my trot, I tarry too long : ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ Qd'g me ! 
^uay fonhHe? dere is some simples in my closet, dat 
I vill not, for the varld, I shall leave behind. 

[-£a7^ Caius. 

Quick. Ah me ! he '11 find the yoqng man there, and 
be mad. 

Cairn* (within*) diable^ diaMe! vat is in my clo-* 
$qt ? — Villainy, Larron! Rugby,, my rapier^ 

Enter Caivs, fulling Simple out ofth^ Ch^^h 
Quick. Good master, be content. 
Caiiis. Verefbre shall 1 be content -a } 
'Quick, The young ma%n is an honest man. 
Caius. Vat shall de honest man do in my closet ? 
dere is no honest man dat shall come in my closet. 

Quick. I beseech you,, be not so flegmatic ; hear the 
truth of it. He came of an errand to me from parsox) 

pqgb. 

. Cairn. Veil. 

iS/w. Ay, forsooth, to desire her to- 1 ■ ■ 

Quick. Peace, I pray you. 

Cczius', Peace-a your tongue: — Speak-a your tale. 

Shu. To desire this hpnest gentlewoman, yout' 
maid, to apeak a go(:)d word to mistress Anne Page for 
1x15^ nij^stef in the way of marriage^ 

Quick. This is all, indeed-la ; but I'll never put my 
finper in the fire, and need not. 

Caius, Sir Hugh send-a you J-r-^Riagby,. huHez me 
some paper: Tarry you a little while. 

[^Exeunt Caiu§ and Rugby. 

Q74ick. I am glad he is so quiet ; if he had been 
thoroughly mov'd, you should have heard him solond 
and so melancholy 5 — But notwithstanding, man, I'll 
dp your master what good I can : and the very yea 
and the no is, the French Doctor, my master,-^-! may 
call him my m^sitp, Ipo^ jx^ii^ for I k^op hisi b^uto ; 
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and I wash, wring, trcw, bake, scour, dress meat and 
drink, make the beds, and do all myself. 

Sim. 'T is a great charge, to come under one body's 
hand, 

QuicJL Are you avis'd o* that ? you shall find it a 
great charge: And to be up eajly, and down late; — 
but notwithstanding, (to tell you in your ear; I 
Avould have no words of it;) my master himself is 
in love with mistress Anne Page : but, notwithstand- 
ing that, — 1 know Anne's mind, — that's neither here 
nor there. 

Enter Caius ^;;^ Rugby.* 

Caius. You jack'napes ; give-a dis letter to sir 
Hugh : by gar, it is a shallenge : i vill cut his throat 
in de park; and I vill teach a scurvy jack-a-nape 

priest to mtddle or make :- ybu may be gone; it is 

not good you tarry here. 

[£-r/V Simple^. 

Quick. Alas, he speaks but for his friend. 

Caius. It is no raatter-a for dat : do you not* 

tell-a me dat I shall have Anne Page for myself? — By 
gar, I vill kill de jack priest : and I viU appoint 
ixiine host of Je Jarierre to measure our weapon ; — by 
gar, I vill myself have Anne Page* 

Quick. Sir, the maid loves you, and all shall be 
well : we must give folks leave to prate. 

Caius. Rugby, come to the court vit me.- By 

gar^ iif I have not Anne Page, I shall turn your head 
out of door ;— Follow my heels, Rugbj^ 

[^Exeufit Caius and Rugby,. 

Quick* You shall have An fools-head of your own, ' 
No, I know Anne's mind for that ; never a woman in 
Windsor knows more of Anne's mind than I do ; nor 
can do more than I can do with her, I thank heaven. 

Pent, (within.) Who 's within there, ho ? 

Quick. Who 's there, I trow ? 

Enter Fenton. , 
Fent. How now, jgood woman j bow dost thou ? 
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()uUk. The better, that it pleases your good worship 
to ask. 

Fent. What news ? how does pretty mistress Anne? 

Quick. In truth, sir, and she is pretty,. and honest, 
and gentle; and one that is your friend, I can tell you 
that by the way; 1 praise heaven for it. 

FenL Shall I do any good^ thinkest thou ? shall I 
Bot lose my suit ? 

Qttick. Troth, sir, all is in his hands above : but 
notwithstanding, master Fenton, I '11 be sworn on a 

book, she loves you. Have not your worship a wart 

above your eye ? 

FenL Yes, marry, have I ; what of that ? 

Quick. Well, thereby hangs a tale ; ■ good faith, 
it is such another Nan ;-T^but, I detest, an honest maid 
as ever broke bread :— W^had an hour's talk of that 
wart ^-*-l shall never laugn but in that maid*s com- 
pany ! — But, indeed, she i^ given too much to alii* 
cholly and musing : But for you — ^Well — go to* 

JFenL Well, I shall see her to-day : Hold, there *8 
money for thee ; let me have thy voice in my behalf: 
if thou seest her before me, commend me — 

Quid. Will I ? ay, i' faith, that we will, and I will 
tell your worship more of the wart, the next time we 
have confidence ; and oif other wooers. 

jR?«/. Well; farewell i I am in great haste now. 

[Exit Fenton, , 

Quick. Farewell to your worship. — Truly, an ho- 
nest gentleman ; but Anne loves him not ; I know 
Anne's mind as well as another does : — Out upon't ! 
wh^t have I forgot ? 

lExii. 



END OF ACT I. 
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A c t II. . .: \ 

SCENE I. - ' . ^ 

> I- 

Before Page's ^ou$e* ■ .. . > ^\ ^, 
Enter Mrs. Page, redding a letier. V 

Mrs. Page. W^HA.T, have I 'scap'd love-lettets*iii. 
the holyday-time of my beauty, and ani I no\y a^b- 
ject for them ? Let mc see : ^ . . <\ 

(Reads.) Ask me no reason why Ilovejouxfo^^ though 
love Mse reason for his precisian^ he admits himnot for^hk- 
counsellor : You are no4 youngs no more am I; go to then^^ 
there^s sympathy : you are merry ^ so am I; Ha! hai^ 
then there *s more sympathy : you love sack, and so do I: 
Would you desire better sympathy ? Let it suffice thecj 
mistress Page^ (at the least, if the love of a soldier can^ 
suffice,) that I love thee : I will not\ say^ pity vie ! V /> 
710 1 a soldier4ike phrase ; hut I say, love me. By me, 

Thine own true knight^ 

By day or night. 

Or any kind of light. 

With all his might, 
. For thee to fight. John FalstafF. 

What a Herod of Jewry ii^ this ! — O wicked, wicked 
world !— What one unwcigh'd behaviour has this Fle- 
mish drunk^rdpickM out of my Conversation, that he 
dares in this manner assay me ? - Why, he hath not 
been thrice in my company ! — ^How shall I be re- 
vtengM on |iim ^ forreveng'd I will be, as sure as— ^ 

. , Enter Mrs. Ford. , 

Mrs. Ford. Mjrs. Page ! trust me, I was gokig to 
your house. . r 

Mrs. Page, And, trust me, I wa^ coining to you* 
You look very ill. 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, I '11 ne*er believe that ; I have to 
show to the contrary. 

c 
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Mrs. Page. Taith, but you do, in my mind. 

Mrs. For J. Well, I do then; yet, I say, I conld 
show you to the contrary : O, mistress Page, give me 
Mme counsel ! 

Mrs. Page. What 's the matter, woman ? 

Mrs. Ford. O woman, if it were not for one trifling 
tespectf I could come to such honour ! 

Mrg. Page. Han^ the trifle, woman ; take the 
honour i What is it ?— dispense with trifles ; — what 
lilt?' « 

AA's. Ford, t «ould be knighfed. 

]^s. Page. What ? — thou Irest ! 

Afrv. Ford. We htirn day-tight : — here, read, read ; 
'«-j)efcciir« how I tbight be knighted. — I shall think 
the i»i»t8cx>( (at mem^ ts long as I have an eye to 
ibake diiiererice of men's likiog: And yet he would 
not swears prai^'d women's mbdesty ; vmd gave sach 
orderly and welUheha^ed reproof to all uncon^eliness, 
that i wouJd have sworn bis disposition wodd have 
gotBe to the truth of ibis words ; but they do no more 
adhere, and keiep fAatt tocher, than the hundredth 
psalm to the tune of'Green Sleeves. What tempest, I 
trow, threw this whale, with so many tuns of oil in 
his belly, ashore at Windsor ? How rfjall I be re* 
veng'd on him ?— Did you ever hear the Mke ? 

Mrs. Page. Letter for letter; but that the name of 
Page and Ford differs !-^To thy great comfort in this 
mystery of ill opinions, here's the twin-brother of thy 
letter : but let thine inherit first ; for, t protest, mine 
never shall. I warrant, he hath a thousand of these 
letters, writ with blank apace for differept names. 

Mrs. Ford* Why, this is the very same t the very 
hand, the very words : What doth he think of us ? 

Mrs. Page. Nay^ 1 know not : It makes me almost 
ready 4o -wninglc with mine own honesty. 1 11 enter- 
tain myself like one that I am not acquainted withal ; 
for, fw^^ unless he knew ^ome strain in me, that I 
know not myself, he would never have boarded me in 
tbisfwjr. 

Mrs. Ford. Boarding, call you it ? 
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Mrs, Page. Let's be revelig'd on him: lcl% ap- 
5point him a meeting ; give him a show of com- 
fort in his suit ; and lead him on with a fine batted 
delay, till he hath pawn'd his horses to mine host of 
the Garter. 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, I will consent to act any villainy 
against him, that may not sully the chariness of our 
honesty. Oh, that my husband saw this letter! it would 
give eternal food'to his jealousy. 

Mrs. Page. Why, lopk, where he comes ; and my 
good man too: he's as far from jealousy, as I am 
from giving him cause. 

Mrs.. Ford. You are the happier woman. 

Mrs. Page. Let 's consult together against this 
greasy kni^jht : — Look, who comes yonder. . 

Mrs. Ford. Mrs. Quickly. 

Mrs. Page. She shall) be our messenger to this pal- 
try knight. 

Mrs. Ford. Trust me, I thought on her ; she -11 
fit it. 
* [^Exeunt. 

Enter Ford, with Pistol, and Page, w/VANym. 
Ford, Well, I hope, it be not so. 
Pist. Hope is a curtail-dog in some affairs : 
Sir John aftects thy wife : 
He loves thy gally-mawfry ; Ford, perpend. 
Ford. Love my wife ? 

Pist. With liver burning hot : Prevent, or go thou, . 
Like sir Actaeon he, with Ring- wood at thy heels :— - 
O, odious is the name. 
Ford. What name, sir ? 
Pist. The horn, I say : Farewell. 
Take heed ; have open eye ; for thieves do foot by 

night : 
Take heed, ere summer comes, or cuckoo-birds do 

sing.— 
Away, sir corporal Nym,—— 
Believe it, Page, he speaks. 

lExit Pistol. 
c a 
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Ford, rwill be patient ; I will fin d out this. 
.jVyw.^ And this is true: I like not the hurrtouT of 
lying. He loves your wife ; there 's the short and the 
long^ My name is corporal Nym ; J speak, and I 
avouch. 'Tis true: — my name is Nym, and FalstafF 
loves your wife. — A<Iieu ! I love not the humour of 
bread and cheese ; aild there ts the humour of it* 
Adieu* 

[ExUNym. 

Page. The humour of i/, quoth a' I here 's a fellow 
frights humour out of its wits. 

Ford. I will seek out FalstafF.— If I do find it, 
well. 

; Page. I will not believe such a Cataian, though the 
priest o' the town commended him for a true man. 

Ford. 'Twas a good sensible fellow t WeH. 

Page. How now, master l^ord ? 

Ford. You heard what this knave told me : did 
you not ? 

Page. Yes ; and you heard what the other told me^ 

Ford* Do you think there is truth in them ? 

Page. Hang 'em, slaves ! I do not think the knight 
would ofFer it : but these, that accuse him in his 
intent towards our wives, are a yoke of his discarded 
men. 

Ford. Were they his men ? 

Page. Marry, were they. 

Ford. I like it never the better for that. — Does he He 
at the Garter? 

Page. Ay, marry, does he. If he should intend his 
voyage towards my wife, I would turn her loose to 
him ; and what he gets more of her than sharp words,, 
let it lie on my head. 

Fard. I do not misdoubt my wife; but I would be 
loth to turn them together : A man may be too confi- 
dent : I would have nothing lie on my head. — 1 can- 
not be thus satisfied. 

Page. Look, where my ranting host of the Garter 
comes : there is either liquor in his pate, or money in 
his purse, when he looks so merrily. 
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^ ' Enler Host. 

How. now, mine host ? 

Host. How now, buily-rook .? thou *rt a gentleman : 
cavalero justice, I say. 

Enter Shallow, 

Shal. I follow, mine host, I follow. — Good even, and 
twenty, good master Page 1 Master Page, will you 
go with us ? we have sport in hand. 

Host. Tell him, cavalero justice ; tell hjim, bully- 
yook. 

Shah Sir, there is a fray to be fought, between sir 
Hugh the Welch priest, and Caius the French doctor. 

Ford. Good mine host if the CJarter, a word with 
you. 

Host. What say'st thou, buU^-rook ? 

Shal. Will you go with us to behold it ? My merry 
host hath had the measuring of their weapons ; and, 
I think, he hath appointed them contrary places : for, 
believe me, I hear, the parson is no jester. Hark, I 
will tell you what our sport shall be. 

Hosl. Hast thoa no suit against my knight, my 
guest- cavalier } 

Ford. None, I protest ; but 1 11 give you a pottle of 
burnt sack to give me recourse to him, ancj tejl him, 
my name is Brook, only for a jest. 

Host. My hand, bully : thou shalt.hav^ egress and 
regress ; said I well ? and thy name shall be Brook : 
It is a merry knight— r Will you go ap-heirs ? 

[Exit Host. 

ShaJ. Have with you, min,e host. 

Page. I have beard, the Frenchman bath good skill 
in his rapier. 

Shah Tut, sir, I cpuld have told you more : In tjiese 
times you stand on distance, your passes, stoccados, 
xmd I know not vyhat : 't is the heart, master page ; 
't is here, 't is here. 1 have seen the time, with my 
long sword, I would have made you four tall fellows 
jpkip like rats. 

C3 
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En/er Host. 

Host. Here, boys, here, here ! shall wc wag ? 

Page. Have with you : — I had rather hear them 
scold than fight, 

[^Exeunt Host^ Shallow, and Pagb. 

Ford. Though Page be a secure fool, and stand so 
firmly on his wife's fraiUy, yet I cannot put off my 
opinion so easily : She was" in his company at Page's, 
house ; and, what they made there, I know not. 
Well, I wiUlook further into 't : and I have a dis- 
guise to sound FalstafF: If I find her honest, I lose 
not my labour ; if she be otherwise, 't is labour well 
bestow'd. 

[Exit. 

SCENE IL 
The Garter hm. 

Enter Falstaff, and Pistol. 

Fal. I will not lend thee a penny. 

PisS. Why, then the world 's mine oyster, which I 
with sword will open. — I will retort the sum in 
equipage. 

Ihl. Not a penny. ^ I have been content, sir, you 
should lay my countcnaiiice to pawn: I have grated 
upon my good friends for three reprieves for you and 
your coadi-fellow, Nym; or else you had look'd 
through the gt'ate, like a geminy of baboons. 1 am 
damn'd, Tor swearing to gentlemen my friends, you 
were good soldiers, and tall fellows : and when mis- 
tress Bridget lost tbe handle of her fan, I took 't upon 
mine honour, thou hadst it not. 

Pkt. Didst thou not share ? hadst ^thou not fifteen 
pence ? 

Fal. Reason, you rogue, reason : Think'st thou I'll 
endanger my soul gratis ? At a word, hang no more 
about me, 1 am no gibbet for you^ — go. — You '11 not 
bear st letter Tor me, you rogue! — you stand upon your 
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honour I-^— Why, thou unconfinable baseness, it is as 
much as I can do, to keep the terms of roy honour pre* 
cise. I, I, I myself sometimes, leaving the fear of hea* 
ven on the left hand, and hiding mine honour in my 
necessity, am fain to shufHc, to hedge, and to lurch ; 
and yet you, rogue, will ensconce your rags, your cat- 
a-mountain looks, your red-lattice phrases^ and ymif 
bold- beating oaths, uncfer the shelter of your honour { 
You will not do it, you ? , ' 

FisL I do relent : What wouldst thou mare of roan? 
Enter Robust. 

Roh Sir, here*s a woman would speak witji you^ 
Fal. Let her approach. 

{^Exit ROBIBT. 

Hence, rogue, avaunt,^ — ^go steal, and hang. 

Enter Mistress Quicklv. 

Quick. Give your worship good-iuorrow. 

Fal. Good-morrow, good wife. 

Quick. Not so, an 't please your worship. 

Fal. Good maid, then. 

Quick. rU be sworn; as my mother was, the ^rrt 
hour I was born, 

Fal. I do believe the swearer : What with mc f 

Quifk. Shall I vouchsafe your worship a word or 
two ? 

Fal. Two thousand, fair woman ; and 1 11 vouch-^ 
safe thee the hearing. 

Quifk^ There is one tnistress Ford, sir; — % pray, 
come a little nearer this ways i^-^l myself dwell with 
master doctor Caius. 

Fal. Well, on i Mistress Ford, you say, ' 

Q^ici. Your worship says very true : I pray your 
worship, come a little nearer this ways. 

Fal. I warrant thee, nobody hears :^-WeIl : mis- 
tress Ford ; -vvh^t of her ? 

Quick. Why, sir, she's a good creature. Lord, 
lord! your worship 's a wanton: Well, heaven for- 
give you, an(3 all of us, I pray J 
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Fah' Mistress Ford ; — come, mistress Ford^ ■ ■ ■ 

Q^ick. Marry, this is the short atid the long of it;^ 
you have brought her into such a canaries, as 't i* 
wonderful. The best courtier of them all, when the 
court lay at Windsor, could never have brought hec 
to such a canary. Yet there has been knights, and 
lords, and gentlemen, with their coaches ; I warrant 
you, <^oach after coach, letter after letter, gift after 
gift : smelling so sweetly, (all n^usk) and so rusling, 
I warrant you, in silk and gold ; and in such alligant 
terms, that would havewt>n any woman's heart; and, 
I warrant you, they could never get an eye-wink of 
her. 

Fah^ But. what says she to me ? be brief, my good 
she'Mercury, 

Quick. Marry, she hath received your letter ; for the 
which she thanks you a thousand times ; and she gives 
you to notify, that her husband will be absence from 
his house between ten and eleven. 

FaL Ten and eleven ? 

Quick. Ay, forsooth ; and then you may come and 
?ee the picture, she says, that you wot of; — master 
Ford, her husband, will be from home. Alas ! thq 
sweet woman leads an ill life with him ; he's a very 
jealousy man ; 'she leads a very frampold life with 
him, good heart. 

Fal. Ten and eleven : Woman, commend me tot 
her ; I will not fail her. 

Qiiich Why you say well : But I have another mes- 
senger to your worship : Mistress Page has her hearty 
commendations to you too ;-^and, let me tell you in 
your ear, she's as fartuous a civil modest wife, and 
one, I tell you, that will not miss you morning nor 
evening prayer, as any is in Windsor, whoe'er be the 
other : and she bade me tell your worship, that her 
husband is seldom from home; but, she hopes, there 
will come a time. I never knew a woma;i so dote 
upon a man ; surely, I think you have charms, la ; 
yes, in truth. 
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FaL Not I, I assure thee ; setting the attraction of 
my good parts aiside, I have no other charms. 

i)uicL Blessing on your heart for 't ! 

FaL But, I pray thee, tell me this : has Ford's wife, 
and Page's wife, acquainted each other how they love 
me? 

Quick. That wa-e a jest, indeed ! — they have not so 
little grace, I hope : — that were a trick, indeed ! But 
mistress Page would desire you to send her your little 
page, of all loves ; her husband has a marvellous in- 
fection to the little page : and, truly, master Page is 
an honest man. Never a wife in Windsor leads a bet- 
ter life than she does ; do what she vyill, say what she 
will, take all, pay all, go to bed when she list, rise 
when she list, all is as she will ; and, truly, she de- 
serves it ; for if there be a kind woman in Windsor, 
she is one. You must send her your page ; no rc^ 
medy. 

Fal Why, I will. 

Quick. Nay, but do so then : and, look you, he may 
come and go between you both ; and, in any case, 
have a nay-word, that you may know one another*s 
mind, and the boy never need to understand any thing; 
for 't is not good that children should know any wick* 
edness : old folks, you know, have discretion^ as 
they say, and know the world. 

Fal. Fare thee well : commend me to them both : 
there *s my purse ; I am yet thy debtor. — Boy, ■ 

Enter Robin. 

go along with this woman. — 

[Exeunt Mrs. Quickly, afii Robtn. 
This news distracts me. — Say'st thou so, old Jack ? 
go thy ways ; I'll make more of thy old body than I 
have done. Will they yet look after thee ? Wilt thou, 
^fter the expense of so much money, be now a gainer ? 
Good body, 1 thank thee : Let them say, 't is grossly 
done ; so it be fairly done, no matter. 



Digitized by 



Google 



%6 MERRY WIVES OF WlNDSiQJl. 

Enter Bardolpii, wiih a ci^ of stick. 

Bard. Sir John, there 's one master Brook below 
would fain speak with you, and be acquainted with 
you ; and hath sent your worship a morning^s draught 
of sack. 

Fal. Brook, is his name ? 

Bard. Ay, sir, 

Fal. Call him in. 

[^Exit Barpolph, 
Such Brooks are welcome to me, that overflow such 
liquor, — Ah ! ha ! mistress Ford and mistress Page, 
have I encompassed you ? go to ; via ! 

Enter Ba^volvh J and FoKt disguised. 

Ford. Bless you, sir. 

Fal. And you, sir: Would you speak with me ? 

Ford. 1 make bold, to press with so little prepara-- 
tion uppn you,-^^ 

FaL You 're welcome ; What *s your will ? Give 
us leave, drawer. 

[^Exit Bardolph. 

Ford. Sir, T am a gentleman that nave spent much i 
my name is Brook. 

Fal. Good master Brook, I desire more acquaint- 
ance of you. 

Ford. Good sir John, I sue for yours : not to charge 
you; for I must let yoU understand, I think myself 
in better plight for a lender than you are ; the which 
hath something embolden'd me to this unseason'd in- 
trusion ; for, 'they say> if money go before, all way^i^ 
do lie open. 

Fah Money is a good soldierj sir, and will on. 

Ford. Troth, and I have a bag of money here 
troubles me : if you will help me to bear it, sir Jobu, 
take all, or half, for easing me of the carriage. 

FaL Sir, I know not how I may deserve to be youl 
porter. 

Ford. I will tell you, sir, if you will give me the 
hearing. 

5 
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FaL Spcalc, good master Brook ; I shall be glad to 
be your servant. 

Ford, Sir, I will be brief with you : — You have 
been a man long known to me, though I had never 
so good means, as desire, to make myself acquainted 
with you. 1 shall discover a thing to you, wherein 
I must very much lay open mine own imperfection : 
but, good sir John, as you have one eye upon my 
follies, as you hear them unfolded, turn another into 
the register of your own ; that I may pass with a re- 
proof the easier, sith you yourself know, how easy 
it is, to be such an offender. 
Fah Very well, sir ; proceed. 
Ford. There is a gentlewoman in this town, her 
husband's name is Ford. 
FaL Well, sir. 

Ford. I have long lov'd her, and, I protest to you, 
bestow'd much on her ; followed her with a doling 
observance; fec'd every slight occasion, that could 
but niggardly give me sight of her ; briefly, I have 
pursued her, as love hath pursued me ; which hath 
been on the wing of all occasions. But, whatsoever 
I have merited, either in my mind, or in my means, 
meed, I am sure, I have received none ; unless expe« 
rience be a jewel ; that 1 have purchased at an infinite , 
rate ; and that hath taught me to say this : 

Love like a shadow flies , when substance love pursues % 
Pursuing that that flies ^ and flying what pursues. 
Fal. Have you received no promise of satisfaction 
at her hands ? 
Ford. Never. 

Fal. Have you impcMrtun'd her to such a purpose ? 
Ford. Never. 

FaL Of what quality was your love then ? 
Ford. Like a fair house, built upon another man*s 
ground ; so that I have lost my edifice, by mistaking 
the place where I erected it. 

FaL To what purpose have you unfolded this to 
me ? 

F'ord. When I have told you that, I have told you. 
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all. — Some say, that, though she appear honest to mc, 
3^et, in other places, she enlargeth her mirth so far, 
that there is shrewd construction made of her. Now, 
sir John^ here is the heart of my purpose : You are a 
gentleman of excellent breeding, admirable discourse, 
of giHiat admittance, authentic in your place and per- 
son, generally allow'd for your many warrlike, court- 
like, and learned preparations. 

Fal. O sir ! 

Ford. Believe it, for you know it : — There is money ; 
spend it, spend it : spend more ; spend all I have ; 
only give me so much of your time in exchange of 
it, as to lay an amiable siege to the honesty of this^ 
Ford's wife : use your art of wooing, win her to con- 
sent to you ; if any man may, you may as soon as any. 

Fal. Would it apply well to the vehemence of your 
affection, that I should win what you would enjoy ? 
xnethinksy you prescribe to yourself very preposte- 
rously. 

Ford. O, understand my drift : She dwells so se- 
curely on the excellency of her honour, that the folly 
of my soul dares not present itself ; she is too bright 
to be look'd against. Now, could I come to her with 
any detection in my hand, my desires had instance 
and argument to commend ^themselves : I could drive 
her then from the ward of her purity, her reputation, 
ber marriage vow, and a thousand other her defences, 
which now are too strongly embattled against me: 
What say you to 't, sir John ? 

FaL Master Brook, I will first make bold with your 
money ; next, give me your hand ; and last, as I am 
agenileman, you shall, if you will, enjoy Ford's wife. 

Ford. O good sir ! 

FaL Master Brook, I say, you shall. 

Ford. Want no money, sir John, you shall want 
none. 

Fal. Want no mistress Fore}, master Brook, you 
shall want none. — I shall be with her (I may tell you) 
by her own appointment ; even as you came in to.mc, 
her assistant, or go-between, parted from me : 1 say. 
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1 shall be with \ycv between ten and eleven ; for. at 
that time the jealous rascally knave her husband will 
be forth. Come you to roe at night ; you shall know 
how I speed. 

Ford. I am bless'd in your acquaintance.-— Do you 
know Fordj &ir ? , , 

Fal. Hang him, poor cuckoldly knave ! I know 
him not : — ^y^t I wrong him to call him poor ; they 
say, the jealous witlolly knave hath masses of money: 
for the which, his wife seems to me well-favour'd. I 
will use her as the key of the cuckoldly rogue's cofFer ; 
and there's my harvest-home. 

Ford. I would yoU knew Ford, sir; that you might 
avoid him, if yqu saw him. . 

Fal. Hang him, mechanical salt-butter rogue 1 I 
will stare him out of his wits; 1 will awe him with 
my cudgel ; it shall hang like a meteor o'er the cuc- 
kold's horns: master Brook, thou shalt know, I will 
predominate over the peasant, and thou shalt sleep with 
hi& wife.— Come, to me soon at night :— ^Ford's a knave, 
and I will aggravate his style ; thou, master Brook, 
$lialt know him for knave and cuckold :— ^come to me 
soon at night. 

[Exa Falsta^f. 
Ford. Wh^t a damn'd Epicurean rascal is. this ! — 
yiy heart is ready to crack with impatience. — Who 
says, this is iinprorklcnt jealousy ? my wife hath sent 
to him, the hour is fix'd, the match is made. Would 
any man have thought this ? — See the hell of having 
a false woman! my bed shall be abus'd, my coffers 
ransack'd, my reputation gnawn at ; and 1 shall not 
only receive this villainous wTong, but stand under" 
the adoption of abominable terras, and by him that 
does me this wrong. Terms ! names ! — Amaimon 
sounds well ; .Lucifer, well ; Barbason, well : yet they 
are devil's additions, the names of fiends: but cuc- 
kold! wittol-cuckold ! the devil himself hath not such 
a name. — rPage is an ass, a secure ass^; he will trust 
his wife, he will not be jealous: I will rather trust 
person Hugh the Welchman with my cheese, or a 
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thief to walk my ambling gelding, than my wife Wittt 
herself: then she plots, then she rutninates^ then she 
devises; and what they think in their hearts they may 
effect, they will break their hearts but they wilh effect. 
— ^Heaven be prais'd for my jealousy !*— Ten o'clock 
the hour; — I will prevent this, detect my wife, be 
rcveng'd on Falstaff, and laugh at Pag?. I will about 
it; — better three hours too soon, than a minute too 
late.*— Fie, fie, fie! cuckold! cuckold! cuckold! 

SCENE III. 

JVindsor ParL 

Enter Caius, and Rugbt. 

Caius. Jack Rugby ! 

Rug. Sir. 

Caius. Yajt is de clock, Jack ? 

Mug. 'T4s past the hour, sir, that sir Hugh pro* 
mis'd to meet. 

Caius. By gar, he has save his soul, dal he is no 
come ; he has pray his Pible veil, dat he is no come : 
^y g^^j J^ck Rugby, he is dead already, if he be 
come. 

Rug. He is wise, sir ; he knew, your worship would 
kill him. 

Caius. By gar, de herring is no dead, so as I vill 
kill him. 1 ake your rapier. Jack ; I vill tell you 
how I vill kill him. 

Rug. Alas, sir, I cannot fence. 

Caius, Villain-a, take your rapier. 

Rug. Forbear ; here 's company. 

Enter Host y Shallow, Page, ^w^Slendek* 

Host. ' Bless thee, bully doctor. 
Shal. ' Save you, master doctor Caius. 
Fage. Now, good master doctor ! 
Slen. Give you good-morrow, sir. 
Caius. Vat be all you, one, two, tree, four, come 
for? 
Host. To see thee fight, to see thee foin, to «ee thee 
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traverse ; to see thee here, to see thee there ; to sec 
thee pass thy piinto, thy stocky thy reTcrse, thy dis- 
tance, thy montant. Is he dead, my Ethiopian ? is 
he dead, my Francisco ? ha, bully ! What says my 
.iEsculapius ? my Galen ? ray heart of elder ? ha ! is 
he dead, bully Stale ? is be dead ? 

Cams. By gar he is de coward of the vorld ; he is 
not show his face. 

HosL Thoo art a Castilian ting, Urinal ! Hector 
of Greece, my boy ! 

Caius. I pray you, bear vitness that me have stay six 
or seven, two^ tree hours for him, and he is no conrie. 

ShaL He is the wiser man, master doctor: he is a 
curer of souls, and you a curer of bodies ; if you 
should fight, you go against the hair of your profes- 
sions : is it not true, master Page ? 

Page. Master Shallow, you have yourself been a 
great fighter, though now a man of peace: 

Shal. Body-kins, master Page, though I now be 
old, and of the peace, if 1 see a sword oCit, my finger 
itches to make one : though we ate justices, and doc- 
tors, and churchmen, master Page, we have some salt 
of our youth m us ; we are the sons of women, master 
Page. ' / 

Paj^e. *Tis true, master Shallow, 

ShaL It will be found so, master Page. Master 
doctor CdiHS, I am come to fetch you home, I am 
sworn of the peace : you have shovv'd yourself a wise 
physician, and sir Hugh hath shown himself a wise 
and patient churchman : you must go with me, mas- 
ter doctor. 

Ho9i. Pardon, guest justice : — A word, monsieur 
mock- water, 

Caius, Mock-vater ! vat is dat ? 

Host. Mock- water, in our English tongue, is va- 
lour, bully. 

Caius. By gar, then I have as much mock-vater as 
de Englishman : — Scurvy-jack-dog ! by gar, me vill 
cut his ears. 

Host. He will clapper-claw thee tightly, bully. 



Digitized by 



Google 



^± AffiRRY WIVES OF WINPSORi 

Caius* Qapper-de-law ! vat is dat? 

HosL That is, he will make thee amends. 

Caius. By g^r, me da look, he shall clapper-dc-* 
claw me ; for, by gar, me vill have it. 

Host. And I will proVoke him to 't, or let him wa^. 

Cakis. Me tank you for dat, 

Host^ And moreover, bully,— ^But first, master^ 
guest and master Page, and eke cavalero Slender, go 
you through the town to Frogmore. [^Asid^ to them^ 

Page. Sir Hugh is there, is he? 

Host. He is there : see what humour he is in ; and 
1 will bring the doctor about the fields : will it do 
well? 

Shal We will do it. 

AIL Adieu, good master doctor. 

[^ExeuntVAQt-E^ Shallow, tf;/^ SLtNOEftik 

Cains. By gar» me vill kill de Welchman ; for he 
speak for a jack-an*-ape to Anne Page. 

Host. Let him die : but, first, sheathe thy impa- 
tience; throw cold water dn thy choler : go about, 
the fields with me through Frogmore ; I will bring 
thee where mistress Anne Page.is, at a farm-house a 
feasting ; and thou shalt woo her t said I well ? 

Caius. By gar, me tank you for dat : by gar, I love 
you ; and I shall procure-a you de good guest^ dc 
earl, de knight, de lords, de gentlemen, my patients. 

Host. For the which, I will be thy adversary toward 
Anne Page ; said I well ? 

£aius. By gar, 't is good : veil said. 
"^^ Host. Let us wag then. 

Caius. Come at my heels. Jack Rugby. 

\Exeimt^ 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I. 

Frogtnore. 
Enter Evans, with a book in his hand^ arid Simple. 

E,va. 1 PRAY you now, good master SIender*s serv- 
ing-man, and friend Simple by your name, which way 
have you look'd for master Caius, that calls himself 
Doctor of Physick P 

Simp. Marry, sir, the Pitty-ward, the Park-ward, 
every way ; old Windsor way, and every way but the 
town way. 

£va. I most fehemqntly desire you, you will also 
look that way. 

Simp. I will, sir. 

[^Exit Simple. 

Eva. ' Pless my soul ! how full of cholers I am, 
and trempling of mind ! — I shall be glad, if he have 
deceived me : how melancholies I am ! — I will knog 
his urinaU about his knave's costard, when I have 
good opportunities for the 'ork : — ' pless my soul ! 

[Sings.] By shallow rivers, to whose falls 
Melodious birds sing madrigals ; 
There will we make our peds of roses ^ 
And a thousand vragrant posies. 
By shallow 

Mercy on me ! I have a great dispositions to cry. 

[Sings.] Melodious birds sing madrigals ;^— 

Enter Simple. 
Simp. Yonder he is, coming this way, sir Hugh. 
Eva. He 's welcome ; 

[Sings.] By shallow rivers^ to whose falls ^'^'^'-^ 
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Heaven prosper the right ! — What weapons is he ? 

Simp. No weapons, sir : — ^There comes my master, 
master Shallow, and another gentleman from Frog- 
more, over the stile, tliis way. 

Eva. ' Pray you, give me my gown ; — or else keep it 
in your arms. 

Enler Pag?, Shallow, and Slender. 

S^L How now, master parson ? Good-morrow, 
good sir Hugh. Keep a gamester from the dice, and 
a good rtudent from his book, and it is wonderful. 

Slen. Ah, sweet Anne Page ! 

Page* 'Save you, good sir Hugh ! 

Eva. * Pless you from his mercy sake, all of you ! 

Shah What ! the sword and the word ! do you study 
them both, master parson ? 

Faj^e. And youthful still, in your doublet and hose, 
this raw rfaeumatick day ? 

Eva. There is reasons and causes for it. 

Page. We are come to you, to do a good office, 
master parson. 

Eva. Fery well : What is it ? 

Page. Yonder is a most reverend gentleman, who, 
belike having receiv'd wrong by some person, is at 
, most odds with his own gravity and patience, that 
ever you saw. 

Shal. I have liv'd fourscore years, and upward ; I 
never heard a man of his place, gravity, and learning, 
so wid<? of his owq respect. 

Eva. What is he ? 

Page. I think you know him ; master doctor Caius, 
thfs renown'd French physician. 

,Eva. Heaven^s will, and his passion o' my heart f 
1 had as lief you would tell me of a mess of porridge. 

Page. Why? 

Eva. He has no more knowledge in Hibocrates 
and Galen,-— and he is a knave besides ; a cowardly 
knave, as you would desire to be acquainted withal. 

Page. I warrant you, he *s the Q[ian should fight 
with him. 
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Slen. O, sweet Anne Page ! 

Shal. It appears so, by his weapons : — ^Keep them 
Asunder; — here comes Dr. Caius. 

Enter Host^ Caius, and Rugby. 

Page. Nay, good master parson, keep in your 
weapon. 

Shah So do yon, good master doctor. 

Host. Disarm them, and let them qijestion ; 1^ 
vhem keep their limbs whole, and hack our Eogli§h. 

Caius. I pray you, let-a me speak a word vit your 
fear : Verefore vill you not m^et-a me ? 

Rva. * Pray you, use your patience : in good time. 

Cuius. By gar, you are de coward, de Jack dog, 
John ape. 

Eva. ' Pray you, let us not be laughing-stogs to 
bther men's humours ; I desire you in friendship, and 
twill one way or other make you amends : — -I will knog 
your urinals about your knave's cogs-combs^ for miss- 
ing your meetings and appointments. 

Caius. Diahle! — Jack Rugby, — mine Host de Jar^ 
ierre] — have I not stay for him, to kill him ? have I 
iiot, at de place I did appoint ? 

Eva-^ As I am a christians soul, now, look you, 
this is the place appointed ; I '11 be judgement by mine 
host of the Garter. 

Host. Peace, I say, Gallia and Gaul, French and 
Welch, soul-curer and body-curer. 

Caius. Ay, dat is very good ! excellent ! 

Host. Peace, I say ; hear mine host of the Garter. 
Am I politick ? am I subtle? am I a Macbiavel ? 
Shall I lose my doctor ? no; he gives me the potions, 
and the motions. Shall 1 lose my parson ? my priest? 
my sir Hugh ? no ; he gives me the pro- verbs and the- 
no-verbs.^ — Qive me thy hand, terrestrial ; so :-^Givc 
me thy hand, celestial : so. — Boys of art. I have de*-' 
ceiv'd you both ; I liave directed you to wrong places: 
your hearts are mighty, your skins are whole, and let 
feurnt sack be the is^ue. Come, i^y th^ir swor^b 
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to pawn :— Follow me, lad of peace ; follow, foUow^ 
follow. 

Shal. Trust mc, a mad host-— Follow, gentlemen, 
follow. 

Slen. O, sweet Anne Page ! 

[Exeunt Host^ Shallow, Slender, Page, 
/7w^^ Simple. 

Caius. Ha ! do I perceive dat ? have you make-a 
de sot of us ? ha, ha ! 

Eva. This is well ; he has made us his vlouting- 
stog.— I desire you, that we may be friends ; and let 
us knog our prains together, to be revenge on this 
same scald, scurvy, cogging companion, the host of 
the Garter. 

Caius. By gar, vit all my heart; he promise to 
bring me vere is Anne Pag6 : by gar, he deceive me 
too. 

Eva. Well, I will smite his noddles : — ' Pray yoa 
follow. 

[^Exeunt* 
SCENE IL 

A Street. 

£fi/^r Robin, and Mrs. V age. 

Mrs. Page. Nay, keep your way, little gallant;: 

}ion were wont to be a follower, but now you are a 
eader : Whether had you rather, lead mine eyes, or 
eye your master's heels ? 

Rob. I had rather, forsooth, go before you like a. 
man, than follow him like a dwarf. 

Mrs. Page. O, you are a flattering boy ; now, I 
see, you '11 be a courtier. 

Enter Ford* 

Ford. Well met, mistress Page : Whither go you ? 

Mrs. Page. Truly, sir, to see your wife : Is she at 
home? 

Ford. Ay ; and as idle as she may hang together, 
for want of company : I think, if your husbands were 
dead, you two would marry. 
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Mr^. Page. Be sure of that, — two other husbands. 

Ford. Where had you this pretty weather-cock ? 

Mrs. Page. I cannot tell what the dickens his name 
is my husband had him of: — What do you call your 
knight's name, sirrah ? 

Roh. Sir John FalstafF. 

Ford. Sir John FalstafF! 

Mrs. Page. He, he ; I can never hit on 's name. 
There is sqch a league between my good man and he ! 
—Is ydur wife at home, indeed ? 

Ford. Indeed, she is. 

Mrs. Page. By your leave, sir; — I am sick, till I 
see her. 

[Exeunt Mrs. Page, and Robin. . 

Ford. Has Page any brains ? hath he atiy eyes ? 
bath he any thinking ? sure, they sleep ; he hath no 
use of them. Why, this boy will carry a letter, 
twenty miles, as easy as a cannon will shoot point- 
blank twelve score. He pieces out his wife*s incli- 
nation ; he gives her folly motion, and advantage; 
and now she *s going to my wife, and FalstafF's boy 
with her. A man may hear this shower sing in the 
wind : — and FalstafF's boy with her ! — *Good plots 5 
-~they are laid ; and our revolted wives share dam- 
nation together. Well ; I will take him, then tor- 
ture my wife; pluck the borrowed veil of modesty 
from the so seeming mistress Page ; divulge Pag^ him* 
self for a secure and wilful Actaeon,^— 

[The Clock strikes.'] 
The clock gives me my cue, and my assurance bids 
me search ; there I shall find FalstafF: I shall be ra- 
ther praised for this, than mock*d ; for it is as positive 
as the earth is firm, that FalstafF is there. — 

Enter Page, Shallow, Slender, Host^ Evans, 
Caius, Rugby, and Simple. 

Shal. Page^ &c. Well met, master Ford. 
Ford. Trust me, a good knot : I have good cheer 
at home ; and, I pray you all, go with me. 
Shal. I must excuse myself, master Ford. 

» 3 
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Slen. And so must I, sir \ we have appoinfecj^ to 
dine with mistress Anne, and 1 would not break with 
her, for more money than I *11 speak, of. 

ShaL We have lingered about a match between 
Anrie Page and my cousin Slender, and this day we 
shall have our answer. 

Slen. I hope, I have your good -will, father Page. 

Pag€. You have, master Slender ; I stand wholly 
for you : — but my wife, master doctor, is for you al- 
together. 

Caius. Ay, by gar ; and de itiaid is love-a me ; ffiy 
nursh-a Quickly tell me so mush. 

Host. What say you to young master Fenton ? he 
capers, he dances, he has eyes of youth ; he writes 
vfcrses, he speaks holyday ; he smells April and May : 
be will catry 't, he will carry 't ; 't is id his buttons ; 
he will carry 't. 

Page. Not by my consent, I promise you. Tht 
gentleman is of no having : he kept company with 
the wild prince and Poins ; he is of too high a region, 
he knows too mUch ; my consent goes not that way. 

Fofd. I beseech you, heartily, some of you go honae 
with me to dinner : besides your cheer, yoii shall have 
sport ; I '11 show you a monster.— Master doctor, you 
shall go 5 — sb shall you, master Page ;-r-and you, sir 
Hugh. 

ShaL Well, fare you well. — We shall have the freer 
wooing at master Page's. 

[^Exeunt Shallow, Slender, ^^^J Simple. 

Host. Farewell, my hearts : I will to my honest 
knight FalstafF, and drink canary with him. 

[Exit Host . 

Ford. I think, I shall drink in pipe- wine first with 
him ; I '11 make him dance. — Will you go, gentles ? 

[Exeunt Ford, Page, and Evans. 
r Caius. Go home, John Rugby; I come anon. 

[£.r^«/?/ Caivs, ^;?^ Rugby. 
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SCENE III. 

Ford" s House. 

Enter Mrs. Ford, and Mrs. Page. 

' Mrs. Ford. What, John ! what, Robert { 

Mrs. Page. Quickly, quickly : — is the buck-basket— r 
Mrs* Ford. I warrant :— — What, Robin, I say. 

Enter John, and Robert, w//4 a ^sket^ 

Mrs. Page. Gome, come, come. 

Mrs. Ford. Here, set it down. 

Mrs. Page. Give. your men th^ charge; wp must 
l3e brief. 

Mrs. Ford. Marry, as I told yoq before, JbhtJ, dtid 
Robert, be ready here hard-by in the brew-hoUsd; 
and, when I suddenly call on you, come forth, andl 
(without any pause, or staggering,) takle this basket 
bn your shoulders : that done, trudge with it in all 
haste^ and carry it among the whitsters in Datchet-^ 
mead, and there empty it in the tnuddy ditch, clos^ 
by the Thames' side. 

Mrs. Page. You will do it ? 

Mrs. Ford. I have told them over and over ; they 
lack no direction : Be gone, and come when you, arc 
caird. 

l^Exetmt John, and Robert/ 

Mrs. J^age. Here comes little Robin, 

Enter KoBiv. 

Mrs. Ford,. How now^ my eyaa-musket ? what news 
with you ? 

ItoL My master sir John is come in at the back- 
door, mistress Ford ; and requests yoi^r company. 

Mrs. J^age. You little Jack-a-lcnt, have you been 
true to us ? 

Rob. Ay, 1 11 be sworn : My master knows not of 
your being here ; and hath threatened to put me into 
everlasting liberty, if \ tell you of it ; for, he swears,, 
\^ '11 turn me away. 

^ 4 
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Mrs. Page. Thou *rt a good boy ; this secrecy of 
thine shall be a tailor to tbee^ axid shall make thee a 
new doublet and hose. — I '11 go hide me. 

Mrs. Ford. Do so : — Go, tell thy master,! am alone* 

[Exit Robin. 
Mistress Page, renaember you your cue. 

Mrs. Page. I warrant thee ; if I do not act it^ hiss 
tae. 

[Exit Mrs. Page* 

Mrs. Ford. Go to then ;— we *11 use this gross pum- 
pion ; we '11 teach him to know turtles from jays. 

. Enter Falstapf. 

Fal. Have I caught thee, my heavenly jewel? Why, 
this is the period of my ambition: O this blessed 
hour! 

. Mrs. Ford. O, sweet sir John ! 
\ Fal. Mistress Ford, I cannot cog, I cannot prate, 
mistress Ford. Now shall I sin in my wish : I would 
thy husband were dead ; I '11 speak it before the best 
lord, I would make thee mv lady. 

Mrs. Ford. I your lady, sir John ! alas, I should be 
a pitiful lady. 

Fal. Let the court of France show me such another; 
I see how thine eye would emulate the diamond : Thou 
hast the right arch'd bent of the brow, that becomes 
the ship-tire, the tire-valiant, or any tire of Venetian 
admittance. 

Mrs. Ford. A plain kerchief, sir John : — my brows 
become nothing else ; nor that well neither. 

Fal. Thou art a traitor to say so : thou would'st 
make an absolute courtier : I see what thou wert, if 
fortune thy foe were not ; nature is thy friend : Come, 
thou canst not hide it. 

Mrs. Ford^ Believe me, there 's no such thing in me. 

FaL What made me love thee ? let that persuade 
thee, there ^s something extraordinary in thee. Come, 
1 cannot cog, and say, thou art this and that, like a 
many of these lisping hawthorn buds, that come like 
women in men's apparel^ and smell like Bucklers* 
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buryln simple-time ; I cannot: but I love thee ; none 
but thee ; and thou deservest it. 

Mrs. Ford. I)o not betray me, sir ; I fear, you love 
mistress Page. 

Fal. Thou Qiight'st as well say, I love to walk by 
the Counter-gate; which is as hateful to n^e as the 
reek of a lime-kiln. 

Mrs. Ford. Well, heaven knows how I love you f 
and you shall one day find it* 

Fal. Keep in that mind ; I *11 deserve it 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, I must tell you, so you do ; or else 
I could not be in that mind. 

Enter Robin. 

Rob. Mistress Ford, mistress Ford j here 's mistress 
Fag^ at the door, looking wildly, and would needs 
speak with you presently. 

[Exit Robin. 
Fal. She shall not see me ; I will ensconce me be- 
hind the arras. 

Mrs. Ford. * Pray you, do so ; she 's a very tattling 
woman. — 

{Exit Falstafp. 

Enter Robin, atid Mistress Page. 

What *s the matter ? how now ? 

Mrs. Page. O mistress Ford, what have you done ? 
you Ve sham'd, you are overthrown, you are undone 
for ever. 

Mrs. Ford. What 's the matter, good mistress Page? 

Mrs. Page. G well-a-day, mistress Ford ! having an 
honest man to your husband, to give him such cause 
of suspicion ! 

Mrs. Ford. What caqse of suspicion ? 

Mrs. Page, What cause of suspicion ? — Out upon 
you J— how am I mistook in you! 

Mrs. Ford. Why, alas ! what *s the matter ? 

Mrs. Page. Your husband 's coming hither, woman, 
with all the officers in Windsor, to search for a gentle- 
man that, he says, is here now in the house, by your 
consent, to tkke an ill advantage of his absence : You 
are undone. 
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Mrs. Ford'. Sptak louder. [^/^<^.]*j— i^T is xicA u^^ 
I hope. • 

Mrs. Page. ^ Pray heaven, it be not 80, that you have 
si;^ch a man here; but, 'tis most certain, your hue* 
band 's copfif ng with half Windsor at his heels, to 
search for such a one* I €ome before to tell yoa : if 
you know yourself clear, why, I am glad of it : but, 
{if you have a friend here, convey, cbnvey him out. 
^c not amaz'd ; call all your se^^td you ; defend your 
reputation, or bid farbwell to your good life for ever. 

JWrJT. ;K?rJ. What shall I do ?.^there is i gentle- 
man, my dear friend ; and I fear nof mine own sbamej^ 
so much as his peril ; I had rather than a thousand 
pound, he were out of the house. 
' ' Mrs. Page. For sh^me, never stand j^^A^^r/j/^^r, 
and jow htid rather \ your husband 's here at hand, be- 
think you of some conveyanfcfe ; in the house you caa^ 
not hide hirfi.— O, bovy have you deceiv'd rpe l^r-Look, 
here is a basket ; if he" be of apy reiasonable stature, * 
he may creep in here; and throw the linen upon 
iim, as if it were going to buckings Or, (h is whitings 
time,) sen4 ^^ by your t>yo men to Patchet-mead. 

Mrs. Ford. He 's too big to go in there •_ — What shall 
I do? 

Enttr Pawtaff, 

Fal. Let me see^t, let me see't i O let me sec Yt 
I'll in, I *ll in ; — follow yout frifen,d's counsel ;r— I '11 in. 

Mrs. Page. What 1 sic John Falstaff! Are these 
your letters/ knight ? 

FaJ. I love thee,-— help me a.way ; let mc crfcep ia 
here; 1 11 never — 

[^He goes into the haskef, they coijer him with the linen. 

Mrs. Page. Help to cover your master, boy : Call 
your men, mistress Ford :— 

lExit Robin, 
You dissembling knight ! 

Mrs. Ford. What, John, Robert, John ! 

Enter Jonv, i7«^ Robert. 

Go, take up these clothes here, quickly : Where 's tbo^ 
cowl staff? — Look, how youdrumble: carry them to^ 
the laundress in Datchet-mead ; quickly, comev 
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Enter Ford, Page, Caius, and Evaks. 

jpbr^y. Tray you, come near : if 1 suspect without 
cause, why then make sport at Tue, then let me be 
your jest; I deserve it. — How now ? whither bear you 
|hi8 ? ^ 

Mrs. Fprd, Why", what have you to do whither 
they bear it ? yoii were best meddle with buck- wash- 
Ford. Buck I — I would I could wash myself of the 
burk ! Buck, buck, buck! Ay, bdck ; 1 warrant you, 
buck ; and of the season too, it shall appear. 

[^Exeunt John, and Robert, with fhe baskeh 
Gentlemen, I have dream'd to-night ; I Ml tell you my 
dream.— Here, here, here be my keys: ascend my 
chambers, search, seek, find Out: 1 '11 warrant, we'll 
unkennel the fox: — Let me stop this way firsts— 
So, now uncape. 

Page. Good master Ford, be contented : you wrong 
yourself too much. 

Ford. True, master Page. — ^Up, gentlemen; you 
shall see sport anon: follow me, gentlemen. 

[Er/VFoRD* 

Pagji, Nay, follow him, gentlemen ; see ,the issue 
of his searfch. 

[Exit Page. 

Eva. This is fery fantastical humour§, and jealou- 
sies« 

{Exit^YA^^9 

Caius. By gar, \ is no de fashioii of France : it is 
not jealous in France. 

\Exit Caivs^ 

Mrs. Page. Is there not a double excellency m 
this? 

Mrs. Ford. I know not which pleases me better^ 
that my husband is deceived, or sir John. 

Mrs. Page. What a taking was he in, when yout 
fcusband ask'd who was in the basket ! 

Mrs^ Ford. I think, my husband hath some special 
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suspicion of FalstafF's being here ; for I never saw him 
so gross in his jealousy till now. 

Mrs. Page. I will lay a pldttO try that : And wc 
will yet have more tricks with FalstafF. 

Mrs. Ford. Shall we send that foolish carrion, mis- 
tress Quickly, to him, and excuse his throwing into 
* the water ; and give him another hope, to betray him 
to another punishment ? 

Mrs. Page. We '11 do it; let him ^ be sent for to- 
morrow eight o'clock, to have amends. 

Re-enter Ford, and Page. 

Ford. I cannot find him : may be, the knave bragg'd 
of that he could not compass. 

Mrs. Page* Heard you that ? 

Mrs. Ford. Ay, ay ; peace !— *You use me well, 
master Ford, do you ? 

Ford. Ay, I do so* 

Mrs. Ford. Heaven make you better than your 
thoughts ! 

[Exit Mrs. Foiiu.' 

Ford. Amen. 

Mrs. Page. You do yourself mighty wrong, master 
Ford. 

[£^// Mrs. Page. 

Ford. Ay, ay; I must bear it. 

Enter JEvans, and Caius. 

Eva. If there be any pody in the house, and in the 
chambers, and in the coffers, and in the presses, hea- 
ven forgive my sins at the day of judgment ! 

Caius. By gar, nor I too ; dere is no bodies. 

Page. Fie, fie, master Ford ! are you not asham'd ? 
What spirit, what devil suggests this imagination ? I 
would not have your distemper in this kind, for the 
wealth of Windsor-Castle. 

Ford. 'Tis my fault, master Page: I suffer for it. 

Eva. You suffer for a pad conscience: your wife 
is as honest a *omans, as I will dfssires among five' 
thousand, and five hundred Iqo. 
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Caius. By gar, I see, 't is an honest woman. 
' Ford. Well;— t promis'd you a dinner: — Come, 
come, walk in the park. 

Page. Let 's go, gentlemen : — but, trust me, we'll 
mock him,— I do invite you to-morrow morning to 
my house to breakfast; after, we'll a-birding to- 
gether; I have a fine hawk for the bush: shall it 
be so? 

Ford. Any thing. — * Pray you, go, master Page. 

[Exeunt Ford, and Page. 

Eva. I pray you now, remembrance to-morrow on 
the lousy knave, mine host. ^ 

Caius. Dat is good ; by gar vit all my heart. 

Eva. A lousy knave ; to have his gibes, and his. 
mockeries. 

\Exeun(. 

SCENE IV. : 
Page's IJouse. 
Enter Fenton, and Anne Page* 

P'ent. I see, I cannot get thy father's love ; 
Therefore no more turn me to him, sweet Nan. 

jinne. Alas ! how then ? 

Fent. Why, thou must be thyself. 
He doth object, I am too great of birth ; 
And that, my state being gall'd with my expense, 
I seek to heal it only by his wealth : 

Besides these,, other bars he lays before me, 

My riots past, my wild societies ; 
And tells me, 't is a thing impossible 
I should love thee, but as a property. 

jtinne. May be, he tells you true. 

Pent. No, heaven so speed me in my time to come ! 
jAlbeit, I will confess, thy father's wealth 
Was the first motive that I woo'd thee, Anne : 
Yet, wooing thee, I found thee of more value 
Than stamps in gold, or sums in sealed bags ; 
And 't is the very riches of thyself 
That now I aim at. 
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Anne. Gentle master Feoton, 
Yet seek my father's love ; still seek it, sir : 
If opportunity and hiimble suit 
Cannot attain it, why then, — Hark you hither. 

[Fenton and h^^t retire a lUtii. 

Enter Mrs. Quickly, Shallow, ^«^/ Slender. 

Shah Break their talk, rhistress Quickly ; my kins- 
man shall speak for himself. 

Slen. I '11 make a shaft, or a bolt on 't : 'slid, 't is 
but venturing. 

Shah Be not dismay'd. 

Slen. No, she shall not dismay me \ 1 care not for 
that, — but that I am afeard. 

Qidck. Hark ye \ master Slender would speak a word 
with you. 

Anne. I pome to him. — This is my fjiiher's choice. 
O, what a world of vile ill-favour'd faults 
Look handsome in three hundred pounds a year ! 

Qmck. And how does good master Ferfton ? 'Pray 
you, a word with you. 

Shah She 's coming ; to hef, coz. O b(?y, thoa 
hadst a father ! 

Slen. I had a father, mistress Anne ; — my uncle can 
tell you good jests of him; — ' Pray yoti, uncle, tell 
mistress Anne the jest, how my father stole two geese' 
-out of a pen, good uncle. 

Shah Mistress Anne, my cousin loves you. 
iS/w. Ay, that I do ; as well as 1 love any wopiatii 
in Glostershire. 

Shah He will maintain yon like a gentlewoman* 
Slen. Ay, that 1 will, come cut and long- tail, under 
the degree of a 'squire. 

Shah He will make you a hundred aiid fifty pounds 
jointure. 

Anne. Good master Shallow, let him woo for himv 
self. 

Shah Marry, I thank you for it; thank you for 
that good comfort. She calls you, coz : I 'il leave 
you, 

[Exii Shallow. 
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Jnne. Now, master Slender. 

Slen. Now^ good mistress Anne* 

Anne. What is your will ? 

Slen. My will ? od's heartlings, that *s a pretty jesf, 
indeed ! I ne'er made my will yet, I thank heaven ; i 
am not such a sickly creature, I give heaven praise. 

Anne. I mean, master Slender, what would you 
with me ? 

Skn. Truly, for mine own part, I would little or 
iiothing with you : Your father, and my uncle, have 
made motions : if it be my luck, so ; if not, happy 
inan be his dole ! They can tell you how things go, 
better than I can : You may ask your father ; here lie 
comes. 

Ent£r Page, Mrs. Page,- and Shallow. 

Page. Now, master Slender : — Love him, daughter 
Anne. — 
Why how now ! what does master Fenton here ? 
You wrpng me, sir, thus still to haunt my bouse: 
I told you, sir, my daughter is disposM of. 

Pent. Nay, master Page, be not impatient. 

Mrs. Page. Gpod master Fenton, come not to my 
child. 

Page. She is no match for. you. 

Peru. Sir, will you he4r me ? 

Page. No, gop4 master Fenton. 
Come, master Shallow ;-— come, son Slender; in 5-^ 
Knowing my mind, you wrong me, master Fenton. 
\Exeunt Page, Shallow, and Slenper. 

Quick* Speak to mistress Page. . 

Pent. Good mistress Pago, for that I love your 
daughter 
In such a righteous fashion as I do, 
Perforce against all checks, rebukes, and manners, 
I must advance the colours of my love, 
And not retire : Let me have your good will. 

Ann^. Gtood mpther, do not marry me to yon' fool. 

MiS. Page. I mean it dqJ ; I seek you a better hus- 
l?and- 
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QuicL That's my master^ master doctor. 

Jnne. Alas, I had rather be set quick i' the earth. 

Mrs. Page. Come, trouble not yourself: Grood mas- 
ter Fenton, 
I will not be your friend, nor enemy ; 
My daughter will I question how she loves you. 
And, as I find her, so am I affected ; 
Till then, farewell, sir: — She must needs go in : 
Her father will be angry. 

[Exeunt Mrs. Page, aud Anne. 

Fent. Farewell, gentle mistress ; farewell, Nan. 

Quick. This is my doing now : — ^Nay, said I, will 
y'ou cast away your child on a fool, and a physician ? 
Look on master Fenton : — this is my doing. 

Fent. I ihank thee ; and I pray thee, once to-night 
.give my sweet Nan this ring: There 's for thy pains. 

[ExU Fenton. 

Quick. Now heaven send thee good fortune ! A 
kind heart he hath : a woman would run through fire 
and water for such a kind heart. But yet, I would 
my master had mistress Anne ; or I would master 
Slender had her ; or, in sooth, f would master Fen- 
ton had her: I will do what I can for them all 
three; for so I have promised, and I'll be as good 
as my word ; but speciously for master Fenton. 
Well, I must of another errand to sir John Fal- 
stafF from ray two mistresses t What a beast am I 
to slack it! 

lExit. 

SCENE V. 

The Garter Inn. 

Enter Falstaff, and Bardolph. 

Fal. Bardolph, I say. — 

Bard. Here, sir. 

Fal. Go, fetch me a quart of sack ; put a toast in *t.. 

[Exit Bardolph. 
Have I liv*d to be carried in a basket, like a barrow 
•f butcher*s offal ; and to be thrown into the Thames? 
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Well ; if I be serv'd such another trick. Til have my 
brains ta'en out, and buttered, and give them to a 
dog for a new year's gift. The rogues slighted me into 
the river with as little remorse as they would have 
drown'd a bitch's blind puppies, fifteen i' tlje litter : 
and you may know by my size, that I have a kind of 
alacrity in sinking; if the bottom were as deep as hell, 
1 should down. I bad been drown'd, but that the shore 
was shelvy and shallow ; a death that I abhor ; for the 
water swells a tnan ; and what a thing should I have 
been, when I had been swell'd ! I should have been 
a mountain of mummy. 

Enter Bardolph, wilk the sack. 

Bard. Here *s mistress Quickly, sir, to speak with 
you. 

Fah Come, let me pour in some sack to the Thames 
watei" ; for my belly 's as cold, as if 1 had swallowed 
snow-balls.-^ Call her in. 

Bard. Come in, woman. 

Etiter Mrs. Qui c k l y. 

Quick. By your leave; — I cry you mercy:— -Give 
youY" worship good-morrow. 

Fal. Go, brew me a pottle of sack finely. 

Bard. With eggs, sir ? 

Fal. Simple of itself. — 

[ [iBjf// Bardolph. 
How now ? 

Quick. Marry, sir, I come to your worship from 
mistress Ford. 

Fal. Mistress Ford ! I have had ford enough : I 
was thrown into the ford; I have my belly full of 
ford. 

Quick. Alas the day ! good heart, that was not her 
fault : she does so take on with her men^ — they mis- 
took their erection. 

Fal. So did I mine, to build upon a foolisli wo- 
man's promise. 

r Quick. Well, she laments, sir, for it, that it would 
yearn your heart to see it. Her husband goes this 
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morning a-birding; she desires you once more to 
come to her between eight and nine: I must carry her 
word quickly : she '11 make you amends, I warrant 
you. 

Fal. Well, r will visit her: Tell her so; and bid 
her think, what a man is: let her consider his frailty, 
and then judge of my merit. 

Quid. I will tell her. ' 

Fal. Do so. Between nine and ten, say'st thou ? 

Quick. Eight and nine, sir. 

FaL Well, be gone : I will not miss her. 

Quick. Peace be with you, sir ! 

[J&v;/ JWr#: QuiCKtY, 

Fal. I marvel, I hear not of master Brook ; he sent 
me word to stay within : I like his money well. — O^ 
here he comes. 

' Enter Pord, disguised. 

Ford. * Bless you, sir ! 

FaL Now, master Brook, — you come to know what 
hath passed between me and Ford's wife — ? 

Ford. That, indeed, sir John, is my business. 

Fal. Master Brook, I will not lie to you ; I was at 
her house the hour she appointed me. 

Ford. And you sped, sir ? 

Fal. Very ill-favour*dly, master Brook. 

Ford. Ilow, sir ? Did she chaiige her determina- 
tion ? 

Fal. ^Oy toaster Bi'ook : but the peaking comuto 
her husband, master Brook, dwelling in a continual 
'Jarum of jealousy^ comes me in the instant of our 
encounter, after we had embrac d, kiss 'd, -protested, 
and, as it were, spoke the prologue of our comedy ; 
and at his heels a rabble of his companions, thither 
provok'd and instigated by his distemper, and, for- 
sooth, to search his house for his wife's love<. 

Ford. What^ while you were there ? 

Fal. While I was there. 

Ford. And did he search for you, and could not 
find you? 
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Pal. You shallhear. As good luck would have if, 
tomes in one mistress Page; gives intelligence of 
Ford's approach ; and, by her invention, and Ford's 
wife's distraction, they convey 'd me into a buck- 
basket. 

JPorJ. A buck-basket ! 

FaL By the lord, a buck-basket: ramm'd mc^ini 
with foul shirts and smocks, socks, foul stockings, and 
greksy napkins ;' that, master Brook, there was the 
rankest compound of villainous smell, that ever of- 
fended nostril. v 

Ford. And how long lay you there ? 

Fa I. Nay, you shall hear, master Brook^ what I 
have sufFer'd, to bring this woman to evil for your 
good. Being thus crammed in the basket, a couple 
of Ford's knaves, his hinds, were calFd forth by their 
mistress, to carry me in the name of foul clothes to 
Datchet-lane : they took me on their shoulders ; met 
the jealous knave their master in the door ; who ask'd 
them once or twice, what they had in their basket : I 
quak'd for fear, lest the lunatick knave would have 
search'd it; bat fate, ordaining he should be a cuc- 
kold, held his hand. Well ; on went he for a search, 
and away went I for foul clothes. But mark the se- 
quel, master Brook : I suffer'd the pangs of thtee se- 
veral deaths : first, an intolerable fright, to be detected 
with a jealous bell-wether : next, to be compass'd, 
^ike a good brlbo, in the circumference of a peck, hilt 
to point, heel to head : and then, to be stoppM in, 
like a strong distillation, with stinking clothes that 
fretted in their own grease : think of that, — a man of 
my kidney, — think of that, — that am as subject to heat, 
as butter ; a inan of coMinual dissolution and thaw ; 
it was a miracle, to 'scape sufFocatipn. And in the 
bight of this bath, when I was more than half 
stew'd in grease, like a Dutch dish, to be thrown into 
the Thames, and cool'd, glowing hot, in that surge, 
like a horse-shoe ; think of that, — hissing hot, — think 
of that, master Brook. 

Ford. In good sadness, sir, I am sorry that for ray 

£ z 
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sake you have safFer'd all this- My suit is then deq)e- 
rate; you'll undertake her no more ? 

Fal. Master Brook, I \yiil be thrown into^tna, as 
I have been into Thames, ere I will leave her thus. 
Her busband is this morning gone a-birding : I have 
receiv'd from her another embassy of meeting ; *twixt 
eight and nine is the hour, master Broo^. 

J^ord. 'T is past eight already, sir. 

Fal. Is it ? 1 will then address me to ray appoint- 
ment. Come to me at your convenient leisure, and 
you shall know how I speed; and the conclusion shall 
be crowned with your enjoying her : Adieu. — ^You 
shall have herj master Brook ; master Brook, you shall 
cuckold Ford. 

[^Exit Falstapp. 

Ford. Hum ! ha ! is this a vision ? is this a dream ? 
do I sleep ? Master Ford, awake ; awake, master Ford ; 
there *s a hole made in your best coat, master Ford. 
This *t is to be married ! this 'tis to have lineti, and 
buck-baskets! —Well, I will proclaim myself what I 
am : I wjll now take the lechery he's at my bouse ; 
be cannot 'scape me ; 't is impossible he should ; he 
cannot creep into a half-penny purse, nor into a pep- 
per-box : but, lest the devil that guides him should 
aid him, I will search impossible places. Though 
what I am I cannot avoid ; yet, to be what I would 
not, shall not make me tame : if I have horns to 
make one ttiad, let the proverb go with me, I '11 be 
horn mad. 

[Exh. 



END OF ACT III. 
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ACT IV. 

!- SCENE h 

Ford's House. 
The Buck-basket in the Room. 
Enter Fajlstaff, and Mrs. Ford. 

Fal Mistress Ford, ypur sorrow hath e^aten 
up my sufferance : I see, you are obsequious in your 
Ipve, and I profess requital to a hair's breadth ; not 
only, mistress ForcJ, in the simple office of love, but 
in all the accoutrement, complement, and ceremony 
of it. But are you sure of your husband now ? 

Mrs. Ford. He 's a birding, sweet sir John. 

Mrs. Page. (Wiihin.) What hoa, gossip Ford ! 
what hoa ! 

Mrs. Ford. Step into the chamber, sir John. 

[Exit Falstafp. 

Enter Mrs. Page. 

Mts. Page. How now, sweetheart ? who 's at home 
besides yourself ? 

Mrs. Ford. Why, none but mine own people. 

Mrs. Page. Indeed ? 

Mrs. Ford. No, certainly. — Speak louder. {Aside. 

Mrs. Page. Truly, I am so glad yoq have npbody 
here, — 

Mrs.For4. Why? 

Mrs. Page. Why, woman, your husband is in his 
old lunes again : he so takes on yonder with my hus- 
band ; so rails against all married mankind ; so curses 
all Eve's daughters, of what complexion soever ; and 
so buffets himself on the forehead, crying, Peer-out^ 
peer-oul! that any madness, I ever yet beheld, 
seem'd but tameness, civility, and patience, to this 
distemper hp is in now ; I aiii glad the fat knjght is not 
her^. 

- ^3 
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Mrs. Ford. Why, does he talk of him ? ' 

Mrs. Tage. Of none but him; and swears, he was 
carried out, the last time be searched for him, in a 
basket : protests to my husband, he is now here ; 
and hath drawn him and the rest of their company 
from their sport, to make another experiment of his 
suspicion : but I am glad the knight is not here ; now 
he shall see his own foolery. 

Mrs. Ford. I am undone ! — the knight is here- 
Mrs. Page. Why, then thou art utterly sham*d, and 
he *s but a dead man. What a woman are you !«*— 
Away with him, away with him ; better shame than 
murder. 

Mrs. Ford. Which way should he go ? bow should 
I bestow him ? Shall I put him into the basket 
again ? 

Enter Falstafp. 

Fal. No, ril come no more i* the basket : May I 
not go out, ere he come ? 

Mrs. Tage. Alas, three of master Ford's brothers 
watch the door with pistols, that none should issue 
out ; otherwise you might slip away ere he came.— 
But what make you here ? 

FaL What shall I do ? I '11 creep up into the chim- 
ney. 

Mrs. Ford. There they always use to discharge their 
birding- pieces : creep into the kiln-hole. 

Fal. Where is it? 

Mrs. Ford. He will seek there, on my word. Nei- 
ther press, coffer, chest, trunk, well, vault, but he 
hath an abstract for the remembrance of such places, 
and goes to them by his note : There is no hiding you 
in the house. 

Fal. I '11 gotout then. 

Mrs. Ford. If you go out in your own semblance, you 
die, rir John. Unless you go out disguis'd,— — — Mrs. 
Page, how might we disguise him ? 

Mrs. Page. Alae the day, I knownot. There is no 
woman's gown big enough for him ; otherwise, he 
might put on a hat, a muffler, and a kerchief, and so 
escape. 
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Fal. Good hearts, devise something ; any extr^aity 
rather than a mischief. 

Mrs. Ford. My maid's aunt, the fat woman of 
Brentford, has a gown above. 

Mrs. Page. On my word, it will serve him ; she 's 
as big as he is : and there 's her thrum hat, and her 
muffler too : Run up, sir John. 

Mrs. Ford. Go, go, sweet sir John : mistress Page, 
and I, will look some linen for your head. 

Mrs. Page. Quick, quick ; we '11 come dress you 
straight ; put on the gown the while. 

[£^/V Falstapp. 

Mrs. Ford. I would, my husband would meet him 
in this shape t he cannot abide the old woman of 
Brentford j he swears, she 's a witch ; forbade her my 
house, and hath threatened to beat her. — But is my 
husband coming ? 

Mrs. Page. Ay, in good sadness, is he ; and talks 
of the basket too, howsoever ho hath had intelli- 
gencCf 

Mrs. Ford. We '11 try that ; for I '11 appoint my men 
to carry the basket again, to meet him at the door 
with it, as they did last time. 

Mrs. Page. Nay, but he'll be here presently : let's 
go dress him like the witch of Brentford. 

Mrs. Ford. 1 '11 first direct my men what they shall 
do with the basket. Go up, I 'U bring linen for him 
straight. 

[£^// Mr^. Ford, 

Mrs. Page. Hang him, dishonest vartet ! we c^x^h 
not misuse him enough. — 
We'll leave a proof, by that which we will do„ 
Wives may be merry, and yet honest too : 
We do not act, that often jest and laugh ; 
'Tis old, but true. Still swine eat all the draff. 

*flnter Mrs. Ford, with a kerchief in her handy--^ Johi^^ 
and Robert. 

Mrs. Ford. Go^ sirs, take the basket agaia on you^r 

« 4 
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shoulders ; your master is hard at door; if he bid yoU 
set it down, obey him : quickly, despatch. 

[Exit Mrs. Ford. 

John. Come, come, take up. 

Robert. Tray heaven, it be not full of the knight 



again. 



John. I hope not. 

Enter Caius, Ford, Page, and Evans. 

Ford. Ay, but if it prove true, master Page, have 
you any way then to unfool me again ? — Set down the 
basket, villains :— Somebody call my wife. — 

[Exit John. 
You, youth in a basket ! — O, you pandcrly rascals ! 
there *s a knot, a gang, a pack, a conspiracy, against 
me : Now shall the devil be sham'd. — What ! wife, I 
say ! come, come forth ; behold what honest clothes 
you send forth to bleaching. 

Page. Why, this passes ! Master Ford, you are 
not to go loose any longer ; you must be pinion'd. 

Eva. Why, this is lunaticks ! this is mad as a mad 
dog ! 

Caius. Ma foi^ master Ford, dis is not veil ;mtf 
foi. 

Enter John, and Mrs. Ford. 

Ford. So say I too, sir. — Why, wife, wife, — ^Come 
hither, mistress Ford ;— mistress Ford, the honest wo- 
man, the modest wife, the virtuouscreature, that hath 
the jealous fool to her husband ! — I suspect without 
cause, mistress, do I ? 

Mrs. Ford. Heaven be my witness, you do, if you 
suspect me in any dishonesty. 

Ford. Well said, brazen -face; hold it out. — Come 
forth, sirrah, [Pulls the clothes out of the basket. 

Page. This passes. 

Mrs. Ford. Are you not ashamed? let the clothes, 
alone. 

Ford. I shall find you anon. 

Eva. 'Tis unreasojiable ! Will you take up your 
ivife's clothes ? come away. 
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Ford. Master Page, as I am a man, there was one 
convey'd out of my house yesterday in this basket : 
Whj may not he be there again ? In my house I am 
sure he is: my intelligence is true; my jealousy is 
reasonable. — Pluck me out all the linen. 

Mrs. Ford. If you find a man there, he shall die a 
fleams death. 

P^ge. Here's no man. 

Caius. I shall tink, dis is not veil, master Ford ; 
dis wrong-a you. 

Ford. Well, he's not here I seek for. 
Fage. No, nor no where else, but in your brain. 
Ford. Help to search my house this one time : if I 
find not what 1 seek, show no colour for my extre- 
mity, let me for ever be your table sport ; let them 
say of me, As jealous as Ford^ that searched a hdlow 
^walniU for his wife's leruan. Satisfy me once more, 
once more search with me. 

[Exetmt John, and Robert. 
Mrs. Ford. What hoa, mistress Page ! come you, 
and the old woman, down ; my husband will come 
into the chamber. 

Ford. Old woman ! what old woman 's that ? 
Mrs. Ford. Why, it is my maid*s aunt of Brent- 
ford* 

Ford. A witch, a quean, an old cozening quean! 
Have I not forbid her my house ? She comes of er- 
rands, does she ? We are simple men ; we do not 
know what's brought to pass under the profession of 
fortune-telling. She works by charms, by spelU, by 
• the figure, and such daubery as this is, beyond our 

element: we know nothing. Come down, you 

witch ; you hag you, come dovvn, 1 say. 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, good sweet uusband ; — good gen- 
tlemen, let him not strike the old woman. 

Enter Falstafp in woman s clothes, led by Mrs. Page. 

Mrs. Page. Come, mother Prat, come, give me. your 
hand. 

Ford. I '11 prat her :-^Out of my doors, you witch! 
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l^Be^ts himjj you hag, you baggage, you polecat, you 
ronyon! out ! out! x 4l conjure you, Til fortunc-telj 
you.. 

* \^Exif Falstaff. 

Mrs. Page. Are you not ashamed ? I think, you have 
kiird the poor woman. 

. Mrs. Ford. Nay, he will do it : — 'T is a goodly cre- 
dit for you. 

For/^. Haog her, witch ! 

Eva. By yea and no, I think, the *oman is a witch 
indeed : I like not when a 'omans has a great peard j 
I spy a great peard under her muffler. 

Ford. Will you follow, gentlemen ? I beseech you, 
follow ; see but tjic issue of my jealousy : if I cry 
out thus upon no trail, never .trust me when I opca 
9gain. 

[Exit Ford, 

Page. Let 's obey his humour a little further : Come^ 
gentlemen. 

[^Exeunt all hut Mrs. Ford, and Mrs. Page. 

Mrs. Page. Trust me, he beat him most pitifully. 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, by the mass, that he did not ; be 
beat him most unpitifuUy, methought. 

Mrs. Page. I "11 have the cudgel hallow'd, and 
hung o'er the altar; it hath done meritorious ser- 
vice. 

Mrs. Ford. What think you ? may we, with the 
warrant of womanhood, and the witness of a good 
conscience, pursue him with any further revenge ? 

Nits. Page. The spirit of wantonness is, sure, scared 
out of him. 

Mrs. Ford. Shall we tell our husbands how we have 
scrv'd him ? 

Mrs. Page. Yea, by all mc^ns ; if it be but ta 
scrape the iigures out of your husband's brains. If 
they can find in their hearts, the poor unvirtuous fat 
knight shall be any further afflicted, we two will still 
be the ministers. 

Mrs. Ford. I '11 warrant, they '11 have him publick- 
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ly dhmm'd ; end, methioks^ there would be no period 
to the jest, should he not be publickly sham'd. 

Mrs. Page. Come, to the forge with it then^— shape 
it : I would not have things cooK 

SCENE II. 
The Garter Itm. 

Enter Fekton, and Host. 

Host. Master Fenton, talk not to me. 

Fent. Yet hear me speak : Assist me in my pur* 
pose; 
And, as I am a gentleman, I 'II give thee 
A hundred pound in gold. 

Host. I will hear you, master Fentpn. 

Fent. From time to time I have acquainted you 
With the dear love I bear to fair Anne Page ; 
Who, mutually, hath answered my affection :— 
Now, here it rests, — that you *11 procure the vicar 
To stay for us at church, *twixt twelve and one ; 
And, in the lawful name pf marrying. 
To give our hearts united ceremony. 

Host. Well, 1 11 to the vicars 
« Bring you the maid, you shall not lack a priest. 

Fent. So shall I evermore be bound to thee^ 

[Exeunt Fjenton, and Host. 

SCENE III. 

Ford^s Hmse. 

Enter Evaks, Page, Mrs. Page, Ford, Mrs. Ford, 
and Caius. 

Eva. 'T is one of the best discretions of a 'omans 
as ever I did look i^pon. 

Page. And did he send you both these letters at an 
instant ? 

Mrs. Poge. Within a quarter of an hour. 
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Ford. Pardon me, wife : Henceforth do what thou 
wilt ; 
I rather will suspect the sun with cold, 
Than thee with wantonness : now doth thy honour 

stand. 
In him that was of late a heretick^ 
As firm as faith. 

Vage. 'T is well, 'tis well ; no jnore;-^ 
But let our plot go forward : let (>ur wives 
Yet once again, to make us publick sport, 
Appoint a nieeting with this old fat fellow. 
Where we may take him, and disgrace him for it. 

Ford. There is no better way than that they 
spoke of. 

Page. How ! to send him word, they '11 meet him 
in the park 
At midnight ! fie, fie ; he will never come. 

Eva. You say, he has been thrown in the rivers ; 
and hath been grievously peaten, as an old 'oman: 
methinks, there should be terrors in him, that he 
should not come; methinks, his fle$h is punish'd, hq 
shall have no desires. 

Caius. So tir>k I too, by gar. 

Mrs. Ford. Devise but how you '11 use him wheq 
he comes, 
And let us two devise to bring him hither. 

Mrs. Page. There is an old tale goes, that Heme 
the hunter. 
Sometime a keeper here in Windsor forest. 
Doth all the winter time, at still midnight, 
Walk round about an oak, with great ragg'd horns ; 
And makes milch-kine yield blood, and shakes a 

chain 
In a most hideous aiid dreadful manner : 
You 've heard of such a spirit ; and well you know. 
The superstitious idle-headed dd 
Receiv'd, and did deliver to our age, 
This tale of Heme the hunter for a truth. 

Page. Why, yet there want not many, that do fear- 
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In deep of night to walk by this Heme's oak : 
But what of this ? 

Mrs. Ford. Marry, this is our device ; 
That FalstaiFat that oak shall meet with us, 
Disguis'd like Heme, with huge horns on his head. 

Page. Well, let it not be doubted but he'll come. 
And in this shape; When you have brought him 

thither, 
What shall be done with him ? what is your plot ? 

Mrs. Page. That likewise we have thought upon.— 
Nan Page my daughter, and my little son. 
And three or four more of their growth, we '11 dress 
Like urchins, ouphes, and fairies, green and while. 
With rounds of waxen tapers on their heads. 
And rattles in their hands ; upon a sudden, 
As FalstafF, she, and I, are newly met. 
Let them from forth a saw-pit rush at once 
With some difRised song : upon their sight. 
We two in great amazcdness will fly t 
Then let them all encircle him about, 
And, fairy-like, to-pinch the unclean knight ; 
And ask him, wjiy, that hour of fairy revel. 
In their so sacred paths he dares to tread 
In shape profane ? 

Mrs. Ford. And, till he tell the truth, 
Let the supposed fairies pinch him sound, 
And burn him with their tapers. 

Eva. I will teach the children their behaviours ; and 
I will be like a jack-an-apes also, to burn the knight 
with my taber. 

- Ford. This will be excellent : I Ml go buy them vi- 
zards. 

Mrs. Page. My Nan shall be the queen of all the 
fairies. 

Eva. It is admirable pleasures, and fcry honest kna- 
veries. 

Mrs. Ford. Let us about it. 

jill. Come, come. 

\^Exeunt^ 
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SCENE IV. 

7^e Gorier Inn. 

Enter Host, and Simple. 

Host. What would'st thou have, boor? what, 
thiek-skin ? speak, breathe, discuss ; brief, short, 
quick, snap. 

Simp. Marry, sir, I come to speak with sir John 
FalstafF from master Slender. 

Host. There 's his chamber, his house, his castle, 
bis standing-bed, and truckle-bed: Go, knock and 
call ; hefe'll speak like an Anthropophaginian unto thee : 
Knock, I say. 

Simp. There 's an old woman, a fat woman, gone 
up into his chamber ; I 'U be so bold as stay, sir, tiU 
she come down : I come to speak with her, indeed. 

Host. Ha ! a fat woman ! the knight may be 

robb'd ; 1 '11 call. Bully knight ! Bully sir John ! 

speak from thy lungs military: Art thou there? it isi-. 
thine host, thine Ephesian, calls. 

Fal. (Within.) How now, mine host ? 

Host. Here *s a Bohemian-Tartar tarries the coming 
down of thy fat woman : Let her descend, bully, let 
her descend ; my chambers arc honourable : Fie ! pri- 
vacy ? fie! 

Enter Falstaff. 

Fah There was, mine host, an old fat woman even 
now with me ; but she *s gone. * 

Simp. ' Pray you, sir, was't not the wise woman of 
Brentford? 

Fal. Ay, marry was it, mussel-shell : What would 
you with her ? 

Si7np. My master, master Slender, sent to her, see- 
ing her go thorough the streets, to kngw, sir, whether 
one Nym, sir, that beguirdhimof a chain, had the 
chain, or no. 

Fal. I spake with the old woman about it. 
5 
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Simp. Atid what says she, I pray, sir ? 

Fat Marry, she says, that the very same man, that 
beguil'd master Slender of his chain, cozcn'd him 
of it. 

Simp. I would I could' have spoken with the woman 
herself; I had other things to have spoke with her 
tbo, from him^ 

FaL What are they ? let us know. 

Host. Ay, cooie ; quick. 

Simp. 1 may not conceal them, sir. 

Fal. Conceal them, or thou dy'st. 

Simp. Why, sir, they were nothing but about mis- 
tress Anne Page; to know, if.it were my masters for- 
tune to have her, or no. 

FaL 'Tis, 't is his fortune. 

Simp. What, sir ? 

Fat. To have her,— or no : Go ; say the woman 
told me so. 

Simp. May I be so bold to say so, sir ? 

Fal. Ay, sir Tike; who more bold ? 

Simp. I thank your worship: I shall make my 
master glad with these tidings; 

[^Exit Simple. 

Host. Thou art clerkly, thou art clerkly, sir John : 
Was there a wise woman with thee? 

FaL Ay, that there was, mine host ; one, that hath 
taught me more wit than ever I Icarn'd before in my 
life : and I paid nothing for it neither, but was paid 
for my learning.- — 

\Exit Host. 
If if should come to the ear of the court, how I have 
been transformed, and how my transformation hath 
been wash'd and cudgel'd, they would melt.me out of 
my fat, drop by drop, and liquor fishermen's boots 
with me ; I warrant, they would whip me with their 
fine wits, till I were as crest-faU'n as a dry'd pear. I 
never prosper'd since I foreswore myself at Primero. 
Well, if my wind were but long enough to say my 
prayers, I would repent. — -^ 
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Enter Mrs. Quickly, with a letter. 

Now ! whence come you ? 

Quick. From the two parties, forsooth. 

FaL The devil take one party, and his dam fhc 
other, and so they shall be both bcstow'd ! I have suf- 
fered more for their sakes, more, than the villainous 
inconstancy of man is able to bear. 

Quick. And have not they sufFer'd ? yes, I warrant ; 
speciously one of them; mistress Ford, good heart, is 
beaten black and blue, that you cannot see a white 
^pot about her. 

FaL Whatteirst thou me of black and blue? I was 
beaten myself into all the colours of the rainbow; 
and 1 was like to be apprehended for the witch of 
Brentford ; but that my admirable dexterity of wit, 
counterfeiting the action of an old woman, deliver'J 
me, the knave constable had set me i* the stocks, i' the 
common stocks, for a witch. 

QjAcL Sir, let ipe speak, and you shall hear how 
things go'; and I warrant, to your content. Here is a 
letter will say somewhat. [Falstaff reads the letter J\ 
Good hearts, what ado is here to bring you together ! 
sure, one of you does not serve heaven well, that you 
are so cross'd. 

FaL 'Pr'ythee, no more prattling : — go. — -I "11 hold 
—iThis is the third time : I hope, good luck lies in 
odd numbers. Away. 

Quick. I '11 provide you a chain ; and Kll do what 
I can, to get you a pair of horns. 

FaL Away, I say ; time wears ; hold up your heacj; 
and mince, 

[Exeunt. 

END OF ACT IV. 
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ACT V. 
SCENE I. 

A Street. 
Enter Page, Shallow, and Slender. 

^age. V-/OME, come; we'll couch i' the castlc- 
<iitch, till we see the light of our fairies.— Remember, 
son Slender, my daughter. 

Slen. Ay, forsooth ; I have spoke with her, and we 
liave a nay-word how to know one another. I come 
to her in white, and cry, mum ; she cries, budget ; and 
by that we know one another. 

Shal. That *s good too : But what needs either your 
mum^ or her budget? the white will decipher her well 
enough. 

Page. The night is dark ; light and spirits will be- 
come it well. No man means evil but the devil, and 
we shall know him by his horns. Let *s away ; fol- 
low me. 

\Exeunt, 

Enter Mrs. Page, Mrs. Ford, and Caius. 

Mrs. Page. Master doctor, my daughter is in 
green : when you see your time, take her by the 
hand, away with her to the deanery^ and despatch 
it quickly : Go before into the park ; we two must 
go together. 

Cams. I know vat I have to do ; Adieu. 

[^Exit Caius. 

Mrs. Page. Fare you well, sir. — My husband will 
not rejoice so much at the abuse of Fialstaff, as he will 
chafe at the doctor*s marrying my daughter ; but 't is 
no matter; better a^ little chiding, than a'gt^eat deal of 
hedrt-break. '■ ' , 

Mrs. Ford. Whfewis Nan now, and her trbop of 
fairies ? and the Welch devil, Evans ? 
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Mrs. Pag^. They are all couch'd in a pit hard by 
Kernels oak, with obscurM lights ; which, at the vety 
instant of FalstafF's and our meeting, they will at 
once display to the night. 

Mrs. Ford. That cannot choose but amaze him. 

Mrs. Page. If he be not amaz'd, he will be mock'd ; 
if he be amaz*d, he will every way be mock'd. 

Mrs. Ford. We '11 betray him finely. 

Mrs. Page. Against such lewdsters. 
Those that betray them do no treachery. 

Mrs. Ford. The hour draws on : — To the oak, to 
the oak ! 

\JExeunt^ 

SCENE IL 

Jffindsor Park. 

Enter Evan$, and Fairies. 

Eva. Trib, trib> fairies ; come ; and remember 
your parts : be pold, I pray you ; follow nie into the 
pit ; and when 1 give the walch-'ords, do as I pid 
you ; Come, come ; trib> trib. 

[Exerinf. 

SCENE III. 

Another Part of the P^ark. 

A Clock strikes Twelve. 

Enter Falstaff with a hiclts head ^n^ flanking a 
chain. 

Fal. The Windsor bell bath §truck twelve ; the 
piinute draws on: Now, the gods assist me !— Re- 
member, Jove, thou wa?t a bull for thy Europa ; 
love set on thy horiis.— -jf'or me, 1 arp here a Wind- 
isor stag^ and the fattest, I think^ ^' tl^e forest.-^ Whi^ 
pomes here ? mjr doe ? . / 
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Efiier Mrs. Ford, and Mrs^ Page. 

Mfs. Ford. Sir Johh ? — Art thou there, my deer ? 

FaL Jjti the sky tain potatoes! let it thunder to 
the tune of Green' Sleeves ', hail ktssing-comfits, and 
snow eringoes ; let there come a tempest of provoca- , 
tioi), I will shelter me here. 

Mrs. Ford. Mistress Page is come with me, Sweet- 
heart. . . , 

Pal. DiVide me like a bribe-buck, each a haurich t 
I will keep my sides to myself, my shoulders for the 
fellow of this walk, and my horns I bequeathe your 
husbands*. Am I a woodman? ha! Speak I like 
Heme the hunter ?--*Why, now is Gtipid a child of 
conscience; he makes restitution. As I am a true 
spirit, welcome! 

\Noise by the Fairies withinJ\ 

Mrs. Pag£^ Alas ! what noise ? 

Mrs. Ford. Hdaven forgive our sins ! 

FaJ. What shall this be ? 

Mrs^ Ford. 1 4 ^ ^^ 

Mrs. Page. 1 Away, away. 

[Mrs. FoRi), and Mrs. Page, run awaj^ 

Bnter Evans, and others^ dress'' d like Fairies^ 

Fat. They aire fairies ; he, that speaks to them^ 
shall die : 
1 '11 wink and couch ; no toan their works must eye* 

[Lies down upon his face^, 
J^'Oa. Out dance of custom, round about the oak 
Of Heme the hunter, let us not forget. 
' Pray you, lock hand in hand ; yourselves in order 

set : — i 
But, stay i I smell a man of middle earth. 

Fal. Heavens defend me from that Welch fairy I 
Lest he transform me to a piece of cheese ! 

All the Fairies speak. 
Finch him, and hurn him, and turn him ahout^ 
Till candles i and star-light^ and moon^shine he ouf. 

F ^ 
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During thh rhyme ^ they finch him^r^^r. Caius comes 
one way^ and steals away a F^iry in green ; Slender 
another way ^ afidhe takes away Q Fairy m white ; and 
Fenton come$^ and steals away Anne P^ge* . ? 
A n.oise of hunting is made within. .All the Fairies^ 
except Evans, run away. Fal^tafp pidls off his^ 
buck's head, and rises. 

Enter Ford, Page, Mrs. Ford, and Mrs.V^G'B^.' 

P^^. Nay, do not fly: I think, we hayc \Hratelv d 
yott now; - \ • , ; ,. » 

Will none but Heme the hunter,, serve your turn ? 

Mrs. Page. Nx)w, good sir John, how Like you 
Windsor wives ? :• 

See you these, husband ? do not these ikieyoke$ ' 
Become the forest better than the town ? 

Ford. Now, sir, who 's a cockokL'now i^^-*-Master 
Brook, FalstafF's a knave, a cuckohJly knaVe; here 
are his horns, master Brook : Atid^ iriaster Brook ^ he 
hath enjoyed nothing of Ford's but his buck-baiket, 
his cudgel, and twenty pounds of inoeey ; which 
mu^t be paid to master Bropfc. ; J .- ' ' 

Mrs. Ford. Sir John, we have had ill luck ; we 
could 4ieyer meet. I will ne^erfakfe^ou for m^ love 
again, but I will always count yon my deer; . 

Fah I do begin to perceive, that 1 am made an ass. 

Ford. Ay, and an ox tao,^ both the proofs are exi 
tant. 

Fal. And these are not fairies I .1 wa^ three or four 
times in the thought, they were not fairies ; and yet 
the guiltiness of my mind, the sudden surprise of my 
powers, drove the grossness of the foppery info a re- 
ceived belief, that they were fairies. • See now, how 
wit may be made a Jack-a-lent, wh^n *t is upon ill 
employment! 

Eva. Sir John FalstafF, serve heaven, and leave 
your desires, and fairies will not pinse you. ' 

i^or^. Well said, fairy Hugh. 

Eva. And leave your jealousies also, I pray you. 
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Ford. I will never mistrust my wife again, till thou 
art able to woo her in good English. 

Fal. Have I laid my brain in the sun, and dried it, 
that it wants matter to prevent so gross o'er-reaching 
as this ? Am I ridden with a Welch goat too ? 't is 
time 1 were choak*d with a piece of toasted cheese. 
^ Eva. Seese is not good to give putter ; your pelly 
is all putter. 

Fal. Seese and putter ! have I liv'd to stand in the 
taunt of one that makes fritters of English ? 

Mrs. Page. Why, sir John^ do you think, thougK 
we would have thrust virtue out of our hearts by the 
head and shoulders, that ever the devil could havd 
made you our delight ? 

Ford. What, a: hodge- pudding ? a bag of flax? 

Mrs. Ford. A puff' d man ? 

Page. Old, cold, witherM, and of intolerable en- 
traijs ? 

Ford. And one that is as slanderous as Satan ? 

Page. And as.pbor as Job ? 

Ford. And as Wicked as his wife ? 

Eva. Arid given to fornications, and to taverns^ 
and sacks, and wines, and metheglins, and to drink* 
ings, and swearings, . and starings*, pribbles, and 
prabbles ? . 

Fal. Well, I sim your theme ; you have the start 
of me ; I km dejected ; I am not able to answer thfe 
Welch flannel; ignorance itself is a plummet o'er 
me ! use me as you will. 

Ford. Mdrry, sir, we '11 bring you to Windsor, to 
one master Brook, that you cozen'd of money, to 
whom ypu should have been a pandar: over and 
above that you have suffer'd, I think, to repay that 
money will be a biting affliction. 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, husband, let that go to make 
amends : 
Forgive that sum, and so we '11 all be friends. 

Ford. Well, here 's my hajid j all 's forgiven at 
last. 
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Pa^e. Yet be cheerful, knight : thou shalt eat d 
posset to-night at my house; where I will desirclhec; 
to laugh at ray wife, that now laughs at thee : Telf 
her, master Slender hath married her daughter. 

Mrs. Page. Doctors doubt that ; if Anne Page be 
my daughter, she is, by this, doctor Caius* wife. 

Enter SLENDfiR. 

Sten. Whoo, ho ! ho ! father Page ! 

Page. Son ! how now ? how now> son ? have you 
despatched ? 

Slen. Despatched f — I '11 make the best in Gloster- 
shire know on 't.; would I were hang'd, la, else* 

Page. Of what, son ? 

Slen. 1 came yonder at Eton to marry mistresa 
Anne Page, and she 's a great lubberly boy : If it had 
not been i' the church, I would hare swing'd him, or ^ 
he should have swing'd me. If I did not think it had 
been Anne Page, would 1 might never, stir, and 't is 
a post-master's boy. • . . 

Page. Upon my life, then you took the wrong, J 

Slen. What need you tell me that ? I think so, when 
I took a boy for a girl : If I had been married to him, 
for all he was in woman's apparel, I would not have 
had him. 

Page. Why, this is your own folly. Did not I tell 
you, how you should know my daughtei: by her gar- 
ments ? 

Slen. I went to her in white, and cry'd, mum^ and 
she cry'd budget^ as Anne and I had appointed i and 
yet it was not Ani>e, but a post-master's boy. 

[ExU S LENDER* 

Mrs. Page. Good George, be not angry : I knew 
of yout purpose ; turn'd my daughter into green ; 
and, indeed, she is now with the doctor at the deanery, 
and there married. 

Enfer Caius. 
Caius. Vere is mistress Page ? By gar, I am co- 
zca'd ; I ha' married un gargon, a boy ; un faysan, by 
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gar, a boy ; if is not Anne Page : by gar, I am co- 
zen'd. 

Mrs. Page. Why, did you not take her in green ? 

Caius. Ay, be gar, and 't is a boy : be gar, I '11 
raise all Windsor, 

■ [iS^/V Caiu*. 

Ford. This is strange : Who hath got the right 
Anne? 

Page. My heart misgives me: Here comes mastec 
Fenton. 

Enter Fenton, and Anne Page. 

How now, master Fenton ? 

^nne. Pardon, good father ! good my mother, par- 
don ! 

Page. Now, mistress ? how chance you went not 
with master Slender ? 

Mrs. Page. Why went you not with master doctor, * 
maid ? 

Pent. You do amaze her ; Hear the truth of it 
You would have married her, 
Where there was no proportion held in love. 
The truth is, She and I, long since contracted. 
Are now so sure, that nothing can dissolve us. 
The offence is holy, that she hath committed : 
Since therein she doth evitate and shun 
A thousand irreligious cursed hours. 
Which forced marriage would have brought upon her. 

Ford. Stand not amazM : here is no remedy : — 
In love, the heavens themselves do guide the state ; — 
Money buys lands, and wives are sold by fate. 

Fal. I am glad, though you have ta*en a special 
stand to strike at me, that your arrow hath glanced. 

Page. Well, what remedy ? Fenton, heaven give 
thee joy ! 
What cannot be eschew'd, must be embraced. 

FaL When night-dogs run, all sorts of deer are 
chas'd. 

Evaf I will dance, and eat plums, at your wedding. ' 
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, Mrs^ Pa^e. Well, I will luuse. no further :-«-Maste;r 
Fenton/ ' : 

Heaven give you many, maDy^ merry days \ ^ ■■ n 
<5ood husband, let us every pne go home, . 

And laugh this sport o'ot by a country fire 5 . ' : 
Sir John and all. 

Ford* Let it be 5oJ:-fc^Sir John, 
To master Brook you yet shall hold your word ; . \ 
:ForJje, to-oight.sbaU sleep with mistress Ford, 



THE-END. 



\. i * . 1 .V 
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